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wide  yellow  country 

My  home  is  the  wide  yellow  country,  with  a  grain 

filled  bed,  and  hay  for  a  pillow.  My  neighbors  are  the 
brown  and  white  cows.  Beautiful  brown  and  bay 
horses,  and  the  every  colored  chickens. 

My  ceiling  is  the  galaxy  so  far  above  with  the 
Milky  Way,  a  moon  and  planets. 

I  have  all  I  need.  The  healthy  food  to  help  me  live. 

Candy  to  let  me  have  good  stuff.  Especially  my 
family.  When  I  was  born  I  was  like  three  white  balls 
of  freezing  cold  snow. 

Karissa  Drye 
Arlee  Elementary  School 
Artists-in-Schools  Grade  3 


Kelly  Mayernik,  Meadowlark  School,  Shelby,  Grade  4 


Karen  Thorne,  Harlem  High  School,  Grade  11 


Inside  people 
try  to  be  kind 
Outside  it's 
World  War  III 
Inside  boys  are 
sweet 

Outside  boys 
are  dorks 
Inside  girls  are 
shy  as  lambs 
Outside  girls 
are  fearless  as 
lions 

Inside  keep 
your  hands  to 
yourself 
Outside  some- 
times they  slip 
Inside  it's, 


don't  swear 
Outside  who 
doesn't 

Inside  it's  calm 
like  a  sunny 
day 

Outside  it's  a 
hurricane 
Inside  there 
are  teachers 
Outside  it's 
only  you 
Inside  you're 
with  the  teach- 
ers 

Outside  you're 
against  them 
Inside  your 
mind  is  on  one 


subject 

Outside  it's  on  a 
thousand 
Inside  you  ask 
yourself, 
Should  I  do  it? 
Outside  it's 
done. 


Charles  Oberly 
Big  Timber  El- 
ementary 
Grade  7 

Artists-in-Schools 


You  are  a  red  truck  trying  to  race  me. 

I'ma  red  porsche  who  blows  you  in  my  dust. 

You  are  a  scrawny  dog  trying  to  make  me  scared. 

I'ma  black  bear  going  to  tear  you  apart. 

You  are  a  rainbow  fish  swimming  toward  bait. 

I  am  the  sharp  hook  going  to  kill  you. 

You  are  the  beautiful  rainbow  in  the  sky. 

I  am  the  darkness  that  makes  you  disappear. 

You  are  the  one  that  died. 

I  am  the  one  that's  put  you  to  hell. 

 Gail  Pablo,  Arlee  Jr.  High,  Grade  7  Artists-in-Schools 


You  are  a  single  note, 

while  I  am  a  red  hot  chili 
pepper. 

You  are  a  dull  butter 

knife  that  could  not  cut  to 
save  itself  from 
meltdown,  while  I  am  a 
nuclear  bomb  that  goes 
off  regularly. 

You  are  a  small  town 

with  no  life  after  9  p.m., 
while  I'm  an  exotic  city 
that  never  sleeps. 


You  lie  like  a  rug  that 

hides  the  blood  stained 
floor,  while  my  honesty  is 
so  brutal  you  can't  take  it 
any  more. 

You  were  an  anchor 

but  I  was  the  lucky  sailor, 
with  a  bolt  cutter,  that  is 
ready  to  leave  port  with 
or  without  you. 

Tony  Killebrew 
Laurel  High  School 
Grade  12 
Artists-in-Schools 


I  am  the  eagle  that  soars  with  the  wind.  I  am  the  rab- 
bit that  shakes  the  ground  when  it  hops.  I  am  the  sun 
that  is  as  golden  as  a  drop  of  golden  honey.  I  am  the 
moon  that  shines  on  the  shadow.  Katie  Barrows 

Arlee  School 
Grade2 
Artists-in-Schools 

My  home  is  the  pine  tree,  the  Douglas  Fir,  the  light 
brown  knapweeds,  white  capped  mountains; 

My  neighbors  are  the  redweeds,  badgers,  grizzlies, 
rainbow  trout  whipping  through  water; 

My  ceiling  is  yellow  thunderstorm,  the  yellow  or- 
ange sun  that  makes  me  sweat,  the  green  needles  of 
the  Douglas  Fir. 

I  have  all  I  need! 

When  I  was  born  my  hair  was  as  white  as  the  sky; 
my  hair  was  as  black  as  night. 

I  sounded  like  rabbits  crying,  a  coyote  howling  in 
the  night,  kittens  being  born,  hyenas  laughing. 

Artists-in-Schools,  Arlee  Elementary,  Grade  3 


Steve  Arbenz,  C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School,Helena  Grade  8 


Sestina  1 

I  close  my  mind  at  night  blocking  out  sounds 
of  the  street  below  my  window,  I  feel 
his  voice  lingering  in  my  thoughts,  his  eyes 
burning  through  the  dark  wind,  watching  me  sleep 
filling  my  dream  catcher,  clouding  the  moon 
with  incandescent  moods  waking  Venus 

from  her  slumber,  yawning,  singing.  Venus 
drifts  through  the  night,  quieting  the  sounds 
below.  Distant  howls  echo  from  the  moon 
and  resound  in  my  ears,  searing  my  thoughts,  feel 
ing  my  dreams.  Pounding  my  pillow  I  sleep 
beneath  a  mist,  dream  behind  his  eyes, 

his  eyes  that  guard  me,  watch  me.  My  eyes 
stare  back  in  amazement,  back  to  Venus, 
back  to  the  primal  scream  that  makes  me  sleep, 
dreaming  of  him,  dancing  in  shadow  sounds 
in  a  whirlwind  of  colors  and  feelings 
of  life  beneath  a  universe  of  moons 

and  planets  revolving  around  moons 

of  stars,  of  his  body,  of  his  eyes 

that  stare  over  me,  watching  me  feel, 

watching  me  think.  He  brings  me  light:  Venus, 

to  my  window  and  melodies  resound 

in  the  canyons  of  my  thoughts  while  I  sleep. 

My  mind  whirls  in  a  hurricane,  still  I  sleep 
in  his  gaze,  his  soul  on  my  pillow  ,  moons 
reflecting  his  eyes,  his  voice  murmurs  sounds 
to  the  gates  of  my  unconscious;  his  eyes 
deep  pools  in  which  I  swim  with  Venus 
in  the  shadows,  I  am  safe  from  feel- 
ings of  shyness.  Before  awareness,  I  feel 
imaginative,  myself,  free  in  my  sleep 
free  from  judgment,  swimming  with  Venus 
under  stars  of  my  creation  and  moons 
that  light  my  way  into  darkness,  my  eyes 
absorbing  the  beauty  within  me.  Sounds 

of  night  vanish.  Venus  descends.  The  moon 
sleeps  in  morning's  shadows.  The  alarm  sounds. 
I  feel  dawn  and  awake  starry-eyed. 


Wesley  DeVore,  Hellgate  High  School,  Missoula,  Gradel2 


"Kiwi" 

1.  A  moldy  egg 

2.  An  owl  pellet  and  a  peeled  grape,  combined. 

3.  A  burst  of  tropical  freshness  with  citric  juices  flow 
ing  down  your  throat. 

4.  A  Hawaiian  beach  with  waves  lapping  the  sands  like 
the  juices  lap  the  tastebuds  on  your  tongue. 

5.  A  refreshing  sound  of  "AH!" 

6.  It  grows  in  a  tropical  climate  with  sun,  moisture, 
and  air.  It  is  a  tasty  fruit  but  don't  eat  the  peel  or 
you  will  sliver  your  tongue  like  a  shooting  star  cuts 
through  the  black  night  sky. 

Jenna  Jacobsen 
Amanda  Willis 
Krista  Banka 
CasUe  Rock  Middle  School,  Billings 

Grade  8 
Artists-in-Schools 


CNATriAno 

Jason  Chatriand,  East  Middle  School,  Butte,  Grade  7 


Old  Times 


Remember  when  we  Remember  when  we  sat 

went  to  grandpa's  on  the  propane  tank, 

and  he  gave  us  candy.  and  Stevey  threw 

firecrackers  at  us. 

Remember  when  we 

sat  on  the  riding  Now  we  are  older 

lawn  mower,  and  grandma  and  grandpa 

and  you  got  scared  are  weak.  So  give  us 

because  you  accidently  one  day  to  go  back  in 

turned  it  on.  time  to  have  as  much 

fun  as  we  used  to. 
Remember  when  we  all  Shelby  Westfall 

20t  in  trouble  *>aris  Gibson  Middle  School, 

because  we  ate  Gr  Grade  8 

all  the  rhubarb  plants.  Artist-in-Schools 


Remembering  Us 

We  thought  we  were 
Such  rebels  then, 
Hiding  when 
They  called  to  us. 
And  then  they 
Labeled  us  willful, 
Until  our  innocent 
Eyes  begged  for  mercy, 
Our  childish  voices 
Pleaded  to  them, 
Our  little  arms 
Held  out,  waiting 

To  be  hugged.  Heather  Tone 

And  only  then  Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
^  Billings 
Could  they  Grade  8 

Forgive  us  again.  Artist-in-Schools 


I  am  a  young  fox.  I  am    I  compare  myself  to  a 

in  a  green  meadow  in 
Montana.  I  am 
stretching  in  the  warm 
sunlight.  I  smell  the 
pink  apple  blossoms.  I 
feel  the  grass  under  my 
body.  I  taste  the  fish  I 
just  ate.  I  hear  my  loud 
heart  beat. 

Agatha  Light,  Arlee,  Grade  2,  Artist-inSchools 


snowy  owl  flying  in  the 
night.  And  a  mother  bear 
in  her  den  with  her  cubs. 
And  the  star  that  I  look  at 
every  night. 

Amanda  Potts 
Arlee 
Grade  1 
Artist-in-Schools 


Jarod  Johnson,  Washington  School,  Missoula,  Grade  7 


Dirt,  bone,  tissue,  flesh,  beating  heart,  muscle,  man, 
Adam. 

Lonely,  deep  sleep,  rib,  bone,  tissue,  flesh,  beating 
heart,  curve,  woman,  Eve. 

Love,  togetherness,  apple,  tasted,  banished,  paradise, 
forever,  no  return. 

Sadness,  man  vs.  woman,  woman  vs.  man,  battle  of 
sexes,  chauvinistic  pig. 

Kiss,  love,  make  up,  bliss. 

Stupid  remark,  battle  rages  on,  sexist  rules,  women's 
rights,  suffrage  movement,  higher  wages,  equal  op- 
portunities. 

Better— not  perfect,  more  fighting,  even  better  (still 
kisses). 

Roles  reversing,  rules  love  changing,  misconceptions, 
hormones  racing,  heartbeat 

faster,  back  away,  can't  escape,  rape. 

Why?  Misunderstanding,  misogyny,  frustration,  no— 
don't  talk  about  it! 

Friends?  Impossible— actually  many  friends  opposite 
sex. 

Me?  No,  only  friends  who  are  males.  Not  boyfriends. 
Why?   I  don't  know.    Am  I  ugly?   Must  be  my 
personality. 

I  could  cry.  What?  Oh,  I  guess  I  just  don't  like  this. 
What?  Writing  poems  about  love. 

I  don't  know.  Maybe  because  I've  never  experienced 
true  love.  No!  Just  leave  me  alone. 

I'd  rather  sing. 

Gail  Grosfield,  Sweet  Grass  County  High  School,  Big  Timber, 
Grade  1 1,  Artist-in-Schools 


On  blood  red  roses 
Dew.  like  teardrops  in  the  sun 
Keys  to  a  locked  heart. 

Jennifer  Anderson 
Fairfield  High  School 
Grade  1 1 


Hadley  Skinner 
Hellgate  High  School 
Missoula 
Grade  1 1 


Hopeless  Hearts 

He  opened  up  to  me 

On  a  cold  evening,  shivering  with  delight 

Painful  memories  of 

Every  little  relationship  he  once  had. 

Love  is  what  he  spoke  about, 

Endless  descriptions  of  old  girlfriends. 

Sarcastic  tones  within  his  voice,  he  told 

Stories  of  how  they  were  all  wrong. 

He  made  me  feel  so  special. 

Everything  I  did  was  praised.  It  was 

As  if  love  fell  into  my  lap. 

Roughness  wasn't  in  his  nature. 

Tenderly  he  broke  my  heart, 

Somehow,  now  I'm  listed  with  the  rest ...  all  wrong. 

Deb  Bloom,  Helena  High  School,  Grade  1 1 

The  Shadow 

I  see  you  everyday 
and  every  time 

I  see  you 
you  look  better. 

But  my  heart 
is  getting  bitter 
because  all  you  do 
is  stare 
like  I'm  really  not  there. 

It's  like  a  shadow 
in  thin  air 
falling  down  onto  a  sharp  rock 
even  though 
the  rock  feels  no  pain 
the  shadow  will  still  remain. 
Kateri  Huitt,  St.  Ignatius  Elementary,  Grade  6 
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Big  Skies  in  Lloyd,  Montana 

Cows  roaming  through  the  fields 
Birds  soaring  high  above  the  clouds 
Horses  roaming  the  prairie 
Beautiful  sunsets 
Chickens  gobbling  at  corn 
Work  horses  pulling  sleds 
Big  Sky 

Deer  roaming  the  forest 

Sweet  green  meadows 

Beavers  beating  their  tails  against  the  water 

Turtles  crawling  in  the  mud 

Gophers  popping  their  heads  out  of  holes 

Foxes  sneaking  tlirough  the  fields 

Turkeys  gobbling  around 

Bear  Paw  Mountains  standing  high 

Night  hawks  making  strange  noises  at  night 

The  very  bumpy  Lloyd  gravel  road 

Snakes  slithering  through  the  grass 

Jets  soaring  low 

Lakes  and  reservoirs  glittering  in  the  sun 
Green  lush  grass 

The  moon  glittering  over  Faber  Reservoir 
Fences  keeping  the  cows  out 
Woodpeckers  pecking  at  the  trees 
Birds  perching  on  the  trees 

I  love  Montana        Zach  Schuessler  Lloyd  School  Grade  3 

No  Man's  Land 

Clouds  adrifting  peacefully        Fog  mountains  floating  in 
O'er  this  jagged  land,  the  air, 

Nature  works  in  harmony,         Enchantment  interceding 
Fog  and  sun  go  hand  in  hand.     when  you're  looking  all 

around, 

Sister  Sun  shall  shine  her  face    A  no-man's-land  is  lying 
On  cliffs  of  red  and  gold,  there. 
Father  Fog  sends  misty  lace 

To  this  rocky  land  of  old.  Kurtin  Martin 

Hillcrest  Elementary 

Snow  is  lying  peacefully  Harlowtown 
like  blankets  on  the  ground,  Grade  5 


Ode  To  Grass 

Grass  you  are  soft  like  on  a  hot  summer  day. 

feathers  on  But  at  the  end  of  your  life 

a  pillow.  you  are  chopped  to  pieces, 

You  are  wet  after  the  then  turned  to 

morning  fertilizer 

dew  has  furnished  you    for  my  mothers  garden 

with  the  at  the  peak  of  your 

liquid  of  life.  life.  Steven  Wipf 

You  are  brown  and      Castle  Rock  Middle  School,  Billings 

dead  »  .  .  grades 
 Artist-in-Schools 


How  Grass  Got  Its  Color 

Once  many,  many  moons  ago  ( when  grass  was  white 
which  made  the  world  so  dull)  there  lived  extraordinary 
creatures  who  lived  on  the  clouds,  but  they  had  no  wings 
mind  you.  They  were  called  Zorcles.  The  word  Zorcle 
means  "working  at  night, "  and  that's  exactly  what  they 
did!  They  made  hail,  snow,  sleet,  rain,  and  paint. 

They  made  paint  for  painting  the  sky  fabulous  colors- 
red,  blue,  yellow,  green,  pink,  and  purple  for  instance. 
That's  what  they  did  best.  But  there  was  a  Zorcle  who 
was  the  most  exasperating  Zorcle  in  the  whole  cloud 
world.  He  was  always  tripping  over  things  and  falling, 
and  once  he  almost  fell  off  a  cloud!  As  I  told  you,  Zorcles 
have  no  wings  with  which  to  fly. 

This  Zorcle 's  name  was  Eargie.  The  most  annoying  thing 
Eargie  did  was  back  millions  of  years  before  the  Jurassic 
Age.  That  was  when  Eargie  was  on  one  of  his  daily  jobs 
(mixing  paint).  As  he  was  stepping  over  a  pan  of  green 
paint,  something  startled  him.  Then  Eargie  heard  a 
crash,  a  splash,  and  a  boom!!!  Everything  went  silent. 
Eargie  looked  down.  The  world  was  not  white  anymore. .  .IT 
WAS  GREEN!!! 

And  that,  my  friends,  is  why  grass  is  green.  And 
sometimes  when  you  look  under  a  rock  or  a  log  you  will 
find  a  piece  of  white  grass.  That  is  because  the  paint  hit 
the  rock  and  not  the  grass,  but  what  really  matters  is 
that  the  world  is  not  dull  anymore! 

Keely  Underwood,  Stevensville  Elementary  School,  Grade  4 


Jack  Frost 


Jack  Frost  has  lots  of  fun 
doing  a  job  that  needs  to  be  done, 
he  flits  and  flies, 
through  cold  autumn  skies, 

he  frosts  our  lawn, 
at  the  beginning  of  dawn, 
he  makes  delicate  artistries  on  windows, 
and  then  he  blows, 
making  cold  fingers  and  toes, 
and  when  springtime  comes  again, 
Jack  Frost  sleeps  in  a  hollow  aspen. 

Jill  Delsigne, 
Clancy  Elementary  School, 
Grade  5 


Fall  time 
Leaves  are  falling 
Falling,  falling, 
Leaves  are  failing  everywhere. 

From  up  high,  looking  down, 
.  hen  they  fall  down,  down,  down, 
Over  the  ground. 


Emily  Schock 
St  Ignatius  Elementary 
Grade  2 


The  First  Fall  Party 

One  happy  scarecrow 
standing  all  alone, 

Some  birds  came  along  and 
made  him  feel  at  home. 

The  pumpkins  started  talking 
to  keep  him  brave  at  night, 

An  owl  started  hooting  with 
his  eyes  glowing  bright. 

The  field  became  a  party  and 
everyone  did  a  dance, 

When  scarecrow  started  laugh- 
ing his  legs  began  to  prance. 

The  field  became  real  quiet 
when  the  sun  came  up  at  dawn, 

And  even  though  a  fun  time 
ends, 

Good  memories  linger  on. 


Stephanie  Hogan& 
Kadyn  Schmautz 
Cornelius  Hedges 
Kalispell 
Grade  3 
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Revenge  Fantasies 

Not  all  the  time 
But  when  I  realize 
You  don't  love  me 
I  want  to  see  you 
Being  hassled  by  kids 
In  Wal-Mart 

In  your  motorized  shopping  cart, 
Or  in  Buttreys  buying 
Laxatives,  Metamucil, 
Midol  and  Weight  Watchers, 
Or  I  would  like  to 
Read  about  you  being  sent  to 
Warm  Springs  for  a 
Psychiatric  evaluation. 

Cory  Emerson 
Helena  High  School 
Grade  1 1 


Justin  Gardipee,  North  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  6 


The  Day  the  Teacher  Vanished 


One  day,  on  October  31, 
everybody  came  to  school  dressed 
in  their  Halloween  costumes. 
Patrick  was  a  ghost,  Mary  was  a 
witch,  Kris  was  a  vampire,  Kalynn 
was  a  robot,  Kyle  was  a  pirate, 
Natalie  was  a  skeleton,  Courtney 
was  a  clown,  and  I  was  a  mummy. 
After  we  put  our  lunch  pails  and 
books  away,  we  went  outside  for  a 
little  while.  We  played  and  played. 
No  one  rang  the  bell.  We  knew  it 
was  time  to  go  to  school  and  start 
our  work,  but  no  one  rang  the  bell. 
We  went  inside  looking  for  the 
teacher  but  no  one  was  there.  We 
decided  to  look  in  her  apartment, 
but  no  one  was  there  either. 

We  were  a  little  hungry  so  we 
decided  to  look  in  her  fridge  for 
something  to  eat.  Kris  pulled  out  a 
carton  of  eggs.  Mary  took  out 
some  leftover  ham.  Kalynn  and 
Kyle  got  a  pan  ready.  Gary  got  out 
some  pancake  batter  and  butter. 
Patrick  turned  on  the  T.V.  Courtney 
and  Natelie  started  to  make  a  drink 
out  of  cranberry,  cranapple,  grape, 
apple,  prune  juice,  and  a  chicken 
broth.  Everyone  started  to  fry 
eggs  and  cook  pancakes  made  out 
of  pancake  batter,  Elmer's  glue, 
and  a  box  of  macaroni  and  cheese. 
Soon  we  decided  we  better  flip  the 
pancakes.  Kalynn  started  to 
construct  acatapult  out  of  arubber 
band,  an  aerobic  stepper,  two 
brooms,  and  a  big  plastic  popcorn 
tub. 

We  flipped  the  pancakes  with 
the  catapult.  Of  course  some  stuck 
to  the  ceiling.  We  started  to  fry  the 
eggs  in  the  frying  pan  when  we 
heard  a  shrill  scream.  We  thought 
it  was  Mrs.  Haynie,  but  it  was  just 
Mary.  A  pancake  fell  on  her  head. 
She  was  screaming  like  she  saw  a 


ghost.  A  cloudburst  of  pancakes 
started  tof  all  on  everyone's  head. 
We  heard  another  loud  scream. 
It  sounded  like  Mrs.  Haynie.  It 
came  from  a  storeroom.  We 
checked  out  the  storeroom.  We 
found  Mrs.  Haynie 's  marking  pen 
and  a  trail  of  hair  leading  out  the 
door.  We  followed  it  until  we  got 
to  the  slide.  There  was  a  note 
waiting  for  us  at  the  top.  It  said, 
"Miss  Shane  has  captured  me 
because  I  took  her  old  job.  Please 
try  to  follow  the  trail  I  left  and 
find  me  before  it's  too  late." 

Your  Tortured  Teacher 

Mrs.  Haynie 

The  kids  followed  the  trail  again 
until  they  found  Mrs.  Haynie's 
earring.  We  knew  it  was  hers 
because  it  was  purple  with  red 
polka  dots.  She  seemed  to  have 
been  leaving  a  trail. 

We  heard  a  loud  scream  again 
and  this  time  we  saw  her.  Actu- 
ally, we  saw  a  mass  of  blond  hair. 
We  approached  the  door  with 
fear.  All  of  a  sudden,  Mrs.  Haynie 
jumped  out  and  yelled,  "Surprise! 
I  was  just  pretending  that  I  was 
captured  so  you  could  have  a 
real  mystery  because  you're 
studying  them  in  reading.  Since 
you  found  me,  I  guess  we  could 
celebrate  with  a  milkshake.  Come 
on  in  and  I'll  make  you  one."  She 
opened  the  door  and  out  jumped 
Miss  Shane.  Surprise!  We  were 
all  happy  to  see  her.  When  Mrs. 
Haynie  saw  her  kitchen,  she  had 
a  fit. 

Gary  01son& 
Kalynn  Huber 
Southview  School 
Vida 
Grade  6 


The  Buttercup  Field 

Remember  the  buttercup  field 
we  would  run  to  early 
in  the  morning 

walking  through  the  trees 

sunshine  filtering  between  their  branches 

falling  upon  us  like  golden  rain 

dancing  in  the  meadow 
lying  in  the  buttercups 
laughing  and  smiling 

and  grabbing  one  another 
tickling  each  other 

stroking  the  buttercups  under  our  chins 

and  hearing  the  often 

asked  question 

"Do  you  like  butter?" 

nodding  our  heads 
we  answered  "yes 
oh  yes  we  do!" 

Carrie  Olson,  Castle  Rock  Middle  School,  Billings,  Grade  7,  Artist-in-Schools 

Disturbed  Thoughts 

Thoughts  that  reoccur  like  a  swirling  whirlwind 

Time  brings  them  back  as  if  to  hurt  me 

They  come  back  like  fear 

I  remember  that  time 

A  time  I  will  never  forget 

Five  different  homes,  nowhere  to  stay 

No  one  to  look  up  to,  I  was  always  sent  away 

My  family  was  hurting,  my  mind  was  twisted 

Thoughts  that  I  will  never  forget  but  want  to. 

Kim  Bourassa,  Castle  Rock  Middle  School,Billings  Grade  7,  Artist-in-Schools 

You  are  the  white  love  of  my  sleeping 
giant  heart.  Together  we  are  as  a  coyote 
and  wolf  floating  throughout  the  milky 
way. 

Jason  Ralston,  Laurel  High  School,  Grade  12,  Artist-in-Schools 


Feelings 


I  can  see  the  loneliness  of  the  sweet  grass, 
I  can  see  the  blue  heart  of  the  sage  brush, 
I  can  see  the  black  grizzly  of  the  Yellowstone, 
I  can  see  the  eyes  of  the  green  bitterroot, 
You  are  my  sleeping  giant  of  sadness. 

Kyle  Bailey 
Washington  School 
Livingston 
Grade3 
Artist-in-School 


Colter  Pederson,  North  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  6 


Ryan  Banks,  Twin  Bridges  Elementary,  Grade  3 

Little  Angels 

When  God  calls  little  children 

to  dwell  with  him  above 
We  mortals  sometimes  question 

the  wisdom  of  his  love. 

For  no  heartache  compares  with 

the  death  of  one  small  child 
Who  does  so  much  to  make  our  world 

seem  wonderful  and  mild. 

Perhaps  God  tires  of  calling 

the  aged  to  his  fold 
So  he  picks  a  rosebud 

before  it  can  grow  old. 

God  knows  how  much  we  need  them 

and  so  he  takes  a  few 
To  make  the  land  of  heaven 

more  beautiful  to  view. 

Believing  this  is  difficult 

still  somehow  we  must  try 
The  saddest  word  mankind  knows 

will  always  be  "goodbye". 

So  when  a  little  child  departs 

we  who  are  left  behind 
Must  realize  God  loves  children 

angels  are  hard  to  find. 


Launita  Stands  in  Black  Shadow 
St.  Ignatius  High  School 
Grade  9 


Are  you  the  eagle  soaring  in  the  sky? 

Am  I  the  oyster  you  carry  in  clenched  talons 

Waiting  to  be  dropped  from  high  above  onto  ragged 

Rocks  below? 

Shell  shattered, 

My  innards  are  exposed  to  your  mercy; 

You  pick  at  them  slowly; 

You  devour  me  bit  by  bit. 

Eating  away  at  my  secrets, 

My  feelings,  my  hopes,  and  my  fears. 

Andy  Payne,  Eagle  High  School,  Columbia  Falls,  Grade  12 


Will  Capser,  Lockwood  School,  Kindergarten 


Owl's  Hunt 

Owl,  the  quiet, 
Owl,  the  quick, 
Owl,  the  wise, 
Owl,  the  fit, 

Listen  to  the  sound  you  hear. 
But  when  you  are  sure, 
Silently  ATTACK! 
Ryan  Rydquist,  Paris  Gibson  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  5 


My  mother  used  to  say, 

"Lying  serves  no  purpose  and 

Has  great  consequences. 

One  who  has  lied  can  never  be  trusted." 

Nor  was  she  insincere  in  saying, 

"Be  sure  to  use  creativity." 

She  never  wrote  poetry. 

Ashley  Mares,  Helena  High  School,  Grade  1 1 


Creativity 


As  he  plays  in  your  head, 

Words  shoot  out  of  your  mouth. 

You  are  glad  you  have  him  with  you. 

Sometimes,  as  he  flutters  around  in  your  head, 

Your  teachers  and  parents 

Get  frusterated  by  your  monstrous  thoughts. 

You,  too,  are  disturbed  by  his  wild  journeys 

Through  your  brain  cells. 

Even  if  he  does  help  you  learn. 

Ericka  Dorr,  Paris  Gibson  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  5 


Andy  Southon 
Paris  Gibson  Middle  School 
Great  Falls 
Grade  6 
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Backward  World 

What  if  you  flew  in  your  bed? 

Now  wouldn't  that  be  crazy 

What  if  to  do  your  work  you  had  to  be  lazy? 

You  would  have  a  cup  of  cake 

And  nice  fresh  baked  slice  of  coffee. 

On  your  feet  there  would  be  hair. 

Hair  would  look  funny  there! 

Your  alphabet  would  go  from  Z-A 

And  you  would  stand  up  to  lay. 

Upside-down  would  be  right  side  up 

And  instead  of  saying  pup, 

You  would  say  upu. 

You  would  sleep  in  day 

And  have  school  at  night. 

You  would  spell  your  name  backwards 

Like  Carrie  would  be  Eirrac. 

The  backwards  world  would  be  most  confusing. 

Don't  you  think? 

Ashley  Hansen 
Roosevelt  School 
Great  Falls 
Grade  5 


DUCKS 

DUCKS  ARE  SMART, 
THEY  STAY  IN  A  FLOCK. 
IT'S  JUST  TOO  BAD, 
THEY  CANT  TALK. 

Andrew  Seeman 
Sandstone  Elementary 
Billings 
Grade  2 


Matt  Espeseth,  Helena  High  School,  Grade  1 1 


Fish 

Fish  are  nice 
They  don't  eat  mice 
They  make  good  pets 
And  never  wet  on  the  sofa 
They  don't  eat  a  lot 
And  will  not  need  a  walk 
They  are  good  to  eat 
And  they  don't  have  feet 


Corey  Maxfield 
Canyon  Creek  School 
Billings 
Grade  4 
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I  am  a  cheetah  that  hunts  for  its  prey 

I  am  the  thunder  that  calls  the  spirits 

I  am  the  hawk  that  wishes  not  to  be  extinct 

I  am  the  trout  that  glitters  in  the  water 

I  am  the  sun  that  makes  people  happy 

I  am  the  spirit  that  watches  the  people 

I  am  the  trees  to  help  animals  hide 

I  am  the  color  that  colored  the  earth 

I  am  the  person  that  will  risk  my  life  to  save  the  earth 

I  am  the  soil  that  keeps  the  earth  healthy 

I  am  the  eagle  that  sends  messages  to  heaven 

I  am  the  spirit  that  keeps  the  Indians  healthy 

I  am  the  moon  who  guards  the  night 

I  am  the  planet  that  needs  help 

I  am  the  person  that  gives  people  hope  who  need  it 

I  am  the  person  that  will  stand  up  for  trees 

I  am  the  grass  that  bows  in  the  wind 

I  am  a  turtle  that  rolls  underwater 

I  am  a  poet  who  loves  to  write  poems 

 Cami  Matting,  Arlee  School,  Grade  2,  Artist-in-Schools 


David  Whitmoyer,  Radley  School,  East  Helena,  Grade  2 


Love  Is... 

Love  is  a  14  oz  can  of 

Borden  Eagle  brand 

sweetened  condensed  milk  It  has  a 

wrapper 

that  screams  to  be  opened  If  I  look  closely 

there  is  a  panel  listing  the  serving  size  and 

how  much  one  serving  is 

capable  of  giving  Once  the  screaming 

wrapper 

is  removed  there  is  only  a  simple  can 

containing  the  abundant  yet  concealed  goods  But 

by  studying  the 

elated  wrapper  directly 

I  notice  various  recipes  for 

a  more  fulfilling 

love 

Some  need 
sugar 

for  added  sweetness  while  others  require  flour  for 
texture 

Nuts  or  chocolate  add 
originality  and  excitement 
When  opening  the  can  I  see 
the  most  important  part  Rich 
creamy  happiness  dripping  with 
ecstasy 

upon  its  discovery  If 
I  indulge 

in  this  luxury  it's  over 

The  excitement  will  begin  the  descent  from 

climax 

So  I  savor 

I  wait  for  just  the  right  moment  to 

reveal  my  concealed 

love 

Sometimes  fourteen  ounces 

can  go  a  long 

way. 

Ranette  Sorenson,  Columbia  Falls  High  School,  Grade  1 1 


What  Is  Poetry? 

More  than  just  simple  words  rhyming, 
Much  more  than  just  rythmical  timing. 

Poetry  is  the  language  of  the  heart; 
Starting  at  the  end,  ending  at  the  start. 

Not  just  a  bundle  of  romantic  scribble, 

It's  the  sincere  feelings  of  thoughtful  people. 

Ideas  and  dreams  put  into  words, 
Hanging  heavy  or  flying  free  like  birds. 

Beautiful  freedom  is  always  found, 
Freedom  isn't  known  when  the  soul  is  bound. 

Life  is  spent  often  stone  cold, 

Life  is  lived  by  having  the  courage  to  be  bold. 

The  key  to  the  heart's  hidden  pleasures, 
Unlocked  to  find  many  golden  treasures. 

Only  then  can  life  really  start, 

When  we  listen  to  the  language  of  the  heart. 

Mendy  Blackford 
Bozeman  High  School 
Grade  10 


Old  Man  Winter 

Pete  Samson  was  a  miner  in  the  northern  wastes  of  Alaska.  The  year  was  1849.  Pete 
and  his  buddies  were  headed  back  to  the  mine  just  north  of  Nome.  While  they  were  in 
Nome  they  had  bought  supplies  for  the  camp.  Pete's  dog  sled  took  up  the  back  of  the 
group. 

The  winter  of  1849  was  especially  cold,  and  on  this  trip  they  ran  into  a  severe 
blizzard.  Pete's  vision  couldn't  stretch  itself  farther  than  ten  feet.  There  was  just  the 
cloudy  blur  of  the  man's  large  coat  in  front  of  him  to  steer  by. 

The  wind  suddenly  shifted  and  blew  wild  flakes  of  stinging  snow  into  his  face.  He 
ducked  his  head  and  plowed  on  through  the  blinding  snow.  He  soon  noticed  that  his 
mustache  was  freezing  together  and  knew  that  soon  his  eyelids  would  freeze  shut.  Pete 
was  perplexed;  he  knew  that  he  had  to  stop  to  put  on  his  facemask,  but  by  doing  that  he 
was  sure  to  fall  behind  the  group  and  possibly  be  lost.  Pete  cried  out  to  the  man  in  front 
of  him,  "stop,  wait,  I  have  to  put  on  my  mask!"  But  the  howling  winds  of  the  powerful 
blizzard  simply  drowned  out  his  words. 

Pete  knew  what  he  had  to  do.  He  stopped  the  dogs  and  removed  his  pack.  His  fingers 
struggled  with  the  string  holding  the  pack  together,  but  finally  pulled  out  the  facemask. 
His  face  felt  better  as  soon  as  the  warm  mask  was  on,  but  then  he  remembered  that  he 
had  lost  the  group.  He  quickly  retied  the  string  and  placed  the  pack  back  on  the  sled. 
He  ran  up  to  the  front  of  the  sled  and  saw  the  tracks  of  the  other  sleds.  He  jumped  back 
on  to  the  sled  and  hurried  the  tired  dogs  as  much  as  he  could,  but  he  knew  that  he  would 
not  catch  up  at  this  pace.  He  tried  to  remember  landmarks  but  everything  looked 
blurred  and  unsteady  in  the  flickering  half  light  of  the  furious  blizzard. 

Pete  became  worried  and  careless.  If  he  had  taken  his  time  and  carefully  followed  the 
trail  he  may  have  made  it  back  to  camp,  but  he  ran  the  dogs  at  a  reckless  speed  and  he 
soon  was  far  from  the  trail.  He  drove  the  sled  frantically  down  a  gully  and  up  a  small 
hill.  When  he  reached  the  crest  of  the  hill  he  saw  what  looked  like  heaven  to  him.  There 
was  a  billowing  column  of  sooty  smoke  rising  from  a  ramshackle  old  cabin  set  between 
the  mountain  and  a  large  evergreen  forest. 

He  led  the  sled  team  down  the  slope  and  toward  the  cabin.  As  he  got  closer  he  noticed 
that  the  cabin  was  in  bad  repair.  Shingles  hung  off  the  tired  old  roof  like  someone  had 
thrown  a  deck  of  cards  and  left  them.  While  he  tied  up  the  team  he  noticed  that  there 
were  huge  chinks  in  the  walls  of  the  cabin.  He  walked  up  to  the  door  and  knocked.  A 
stubby  little  man  answered  the  door.  Pete  stared  down  at  him.  He  had  a  grizzled  stubbly 
beard  and  he  wore  a  red  checked  logging  shirt  that  had  several  holes,  so  that  one  could 
see  underneath  to  red  long  underwear.  He  had  several  nasty  jagged  scars  on  his  face  that 
looked  fairly  recent. 

The  little  man  looked  up  at  Pete  and  said,  "What  do  you  want?" 

"I  was  sledding  back  from  Nome  with  my  mining  partners,  and  the  blizzard  put  me  off 
track,"  Pete  said,  wishing  that  they  could  talk  near  the  warm  fire  inside. 

"Boy,  you  did  go  pretty  far  off,"  the  little  man  said.  "Maybe  farther  than  you  realize. 
Why  don't  you  come  in  and  warm  up  by  the  fire?" 

Pete  hurried  in  and  sat  in  a  large  chair  near  the  fire.  The  little  man  took  a  chair  beside 
Pete  and  sighed.  "My  name's  Taylor  Kyle,"  he  said.  "I've  lived  here  for  quite  a  long  time 
and  I  ain't  never  seen  a  blizzard  like  this." 

"Yeah,"  Pete  exclaimed,  "it's  really  nasty  out  there.  I  sure  do  appreciate  you  lettin'  me 
stay  here  and  warm  up.  Do  you  know  a  way  to  the  mine  from  here?" 

"Sure  do,"  Taylor  said.  "You  won't  have  time  to  make  it  before  dark,  though.  You  better 
bed  down  here  for  the  night.  I'll  help  you  out  in  the  mornin'." 

Taylor  helped  Pete  set  up  a  pallet  consisting  of  a  bearskin  rug  in  front  of  the  blazing 
fire.  Pete  lay  down  and  slept  in  warm  comfort. 

He  had  the  most  frightening  dream  that  night.  He  dreamt  that  he  was  lying  by  the 
lowering  flame  of  the  fire  and  there  was  the  strangest  sillouhette  in  the  shadows,  barely 
held  together  by  the  flickering  firelight.  It  was  a  stunted  figure  which  he,  at  first, 
thought  was  simply  Taylor.  Then  he  noticed  that  the  figure  was  extremely  skinny.  The 
figure  slowly  shuffled  toward  him  and  he  felt  his  dream  pulse  racing.  Its  legs  were  the 
first  things  to  appear  out  of  the  shadows  and  into  the  dying  light  of  the  fire.  They  were 
covered  in  rotting  old  overall  jeans.  He  saw  through  the  rotted  fabric  to  the  exposed 
yellowed  old  bone  underneath.  The  rest  of  the  stunted  frame  was  no  better,  if  not  worse. 
Ribs  showed  through  the  fabric  of  the  decayed  red  checked  shirt  that  so  resembled 
Taylor's.  The  only  thing  left  in  the  shadows  was  the  head.  The  firelight  flickered  and 
went  out  and  there  was  only  the  feeble  light  of  diminishing  embers  lighting  the  small 
room.  The  figure  bent  over  and  Pete  looked  up  at  a  sallow  death's  head.  The  death's  head 
had  glistining  red  sparks  for  eyes  and  a  perpetual  smile  was  on  its  skinless  lips.  Pete  felt 


the  thing's  sour  breath  on  his  face  and  turned  away. 

The  thing  bent  over  farther  and  whispered  in  his  ear,  "Don't  you  leave  now.  We're  going  to  be  friends  for  a 
reeeeeal  long  time." 

Pete  jolted  awake  and  was  surprised  to  see  the  sun  up  and  a  bright  fire  lit  in  the  fireplace.  Taylor  was 
whistling  and  making  what  looked  like  pancakes  on  the  wood  burning  stove. 
"How'd  ya  sleep  last  night?"  he  questioned,  in  what  Pete  thought  was  an  almost  taunting  voice. 
"Had  a  mighty  strange  dream,"  Pete  answered. 

"Well,  come  on  over  to  the  table  and  have  some  flapjacks,  hot  off  the  grill,"  Taylor  said,  grabbing  a  couple 
of  plates  from  the  shelf  and  dusting  them  off.  "I  don't  have  many  visitors.  I  usually  just  eat  out  of  the  pan." 

Pete  sat  down  and  dug  in.  The  flapjacks  were  good,  and  he  soon  remembered  that  he  hadn't  eaten  since  they 
left  Nome  and  shortly  he  was  talking  to  Taylor  amiably  and  forgot  the  dream,  almost. 

After  breakfast  he  went  out  and  checked  on  the  team.  He  found  them  still  tied  up  to  the  post.  He  fed  them 
from  his  pack  on  the  sled,  and  soon  they  were  all  jumping  around  him  barking  and  nipping  his  legs.  Then  Taylor 
walked  out  and  the  dogs  suddenly  quieted. 

Taylor  came  down  from  the  porch  and  stood  in  the  brilliant  daylight.  He  stared  up  at  the  bright  sun,  and  Pete 
noticed  for  the  first  time  the  scars  on  his  face  were  deeper.  Then  he  thought  to  himself,  "Could  my  dream  be 
coming  true?" 

"I  should  be  ready  any  minute  now,"  Pete  said  refastening  the  dog  harnesses  to  the  sled. 
"Oh  I  wouldn't  go  today;  the  way  is  tricky  and  the  blizzard  is  still  blowing  itself  out." 
Pete  looked  up  and  saw  a  few  scattered  clouds.  "Looks  all  clear  to  me,"  he  commented. 
"I  know  what  I'm  talking  about,"  Taylor  said;  he  sounded  a  bit  irritated. 

"I  guess  I  could  wait  awhile  and  see  if  the  blizzard  comes  back,"  Pete  said  apprehensively.  He  wanted  to  get 
out  of  here  as  soon  as  possible. 
"Let's  go  inside,"  Taylor  said.  Pete  thought  he  saw  a  faint  red  gleam  in  his  eyes. 

They  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  porch  and  the  cabin  looked  worse  today  than  it  had  yesterday.  The  stairs 
creaked  as  he  climbed  them,  and  a  rotten  board  in  the  porch  gave  way.  As  he  opened  the  door  he  noticed  more 
chinks  in  the  cabin  wall.  They  walked  in  and  Pete  began  gathering  his  things  together  so  he  would  be  ready 
to  go  as  soon  as  possible. 

Taylor  stood  by  the  fire  warming  up.  Shortly  he  turned  and  walked  out  the  front  door.  Pete  wondered  where 
he  was  going.  He  was  getting  nervous  and  he  put  on  his  heavy  coat,  his  facemask,  his  boots,  and  his  gloves.  He 
grabbed  his  small  pack  and  shouldered  it. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  open  the  door  he  heard  his  sled  dogs  barking.  He  rushed  to  see  why  the  dogs  were 
barking.  Taylor  stood  in  front  of  him,  only  it  wasn't  Taylor;  it  was  the  horrible  thing  from  last  night  grinning 
up  at  him. 

"What's  the  rush  Petey?  Why  don't  you  stay  a  little  longer?"  The  skeletal  figure's  eyes  gleamed  red  once  more, 
and  the  death's  head  grinned  that  skinless  smile. 

Pete  stood  there  frozen  with  fear  and  fascination.  The  thing's  head  lolled  to  one  side  as  if  it  had  no  support. 
The  red  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  Pete. 

Pete  shoved  the  thing  out  of  his  way  and  felt  the  rigid  bones  of  its  miniscule  frame.  He  jumped  from  the  porch 
onto  the  snowy  ground.  He  grabbed  the  sled  and  urged  the  dogs  forward. 

This  was  the  fastest  Pete  had  ever  seen  these  dogs  go.  It  was  as  if  they  knew  what  would  get  them  if  they  slowed. 
Pete  headed  for  a  valley  to  the  east  of  the  cabin.  He  skirted  the  trees  and  when  he  had  ridden  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  he  turned  and  looked  back.  Where  the  cabin  had  stood  was  a  rotted  old  shack  with  no  roof  and  a  hole 
for  a  door.  Pete  was  surprised  to  see  that  the  Taylor  thing  was  gone. 

He  reached  the  valley  and  pressed  the  dogs  faster.  At  this  pace  he  might  make  it  to  the  camp  before  supper. 
He  figured  if  he  cleared  the  bluff  at  the  far  end  of  the  valley  he  could  see  the  camp.  He  rode  on,  confident  that 
he  was  safe. 

He  reached  the  bluff  and  saw  that  it  was  much  too  steep  for  the  dogs  to  climb,  so  he  followed  the  base  looking 
for  a  better  ascent.  When  he  found  none  he  continued  to  the  east  where  he  came  to  another  valley  which  was 
long  and  narrow.  He  couldn't  see  the  end  in  the  bright  sun.  The  dogs  continued  at  breakneck  speed  for  awhile, 
and  then  Pete  slowed  them  down  to  conserve  their  energy.  The  valley  walls  kept  getting  closer  together  and 
soon  he  noticed  that  he  was  in  a  canyon.  He  foolishly  led  the  dogs  further  into  it. 

The  canyon  soon  became  a  bottleneck;  he  knew  that  he  couldn't  get  the  sled  any  further.  He  slowly  turned 
the  sled  around  only  to  find  the  Taylor  thing  lumbering  along  the  canyon  floor  about  twenty  feet  ahead.  Pete's 
heart  seized  in  his  chest. 

"Hey,"  it  yelled,  "Why  don't  ya  slow  down;  it's  kinda  hard  to  keep  up  with  you  on  these  things."  He  pointed 
to  his  bony  legs.  "I  forgot  to  tell  you  how  to  get  to  your  camp.  But  you're  on  the  right  track;  it's  right  through 
there." 

Pete  followed  the  bony  pointing  finger  and  saw  the  bottleneck  opening.  He  knew  he  couldn't  fit  the  sled 
through  there,  but  maybe  he  could  squeeze  through.  The  Taylor  abomination  shuffled  toward  him  as  he  wriggled 
trying  to  get  through.  The  heavy  coat  was  impeding  his  progress.  He  flung  off  his  gloves  and  ripped  off  his 
coat.  He  burst  through  the  opening  and  ran  as  fast  as  he  could,  toward  a  thin  column  of  smoke  coming  from 
the  supper  cook  fire  at  the  mining  camp. 

He  ran  into  the  camp  and  exploded  into  the  long  hall  where  the  miners  ate.  All  of  the  miners  stared  at  him 
as  he  crumpled  to  the  floor,  dead  from  the  cold. 

The  doctor  said  he  died  of  hypothermia,  but  everyone  in  the  camp  knew  what  really  happened.  It  happened 
during  every  big  blizzard.  Old  Man  Winter  had  gotten  Pete. 

Bridger  Flynn,  Billings  West  High,  Grade  9 


Bret  Jenson,  East  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  6 


Eerie  Woods 

Someone's  lurking  in  the  woods 
Quiet  as  can  be 
Shadows  on  the  stone  walls 
Only  I  can  see. 

Katie  Leuthold 
Central  Heights  Elementary 
Grade  5 
Billings 


Black  &  White 

The  season  was  starting  to  change 
and  the  weather  was  following  close  behind. 
It  was  the  first  real  snow  that  had  fallen, 
and  definitely  the  first  real  snow  Blacky  had  seen. 
I  headed  out  to  go  pheasant  hunting, 
and  sure  enough  he  followed. 
He  tried  his  hardest  to  keep  up, 
but  his  small  feet  couldn't  make  it  through  the  snow. 
I  had  to  constantly  stop, 
to  retrieve  him  from  the  snowy  mess 
he  kept  getting  himself  tangled  into. 
As  my  hunting  expedition  drug  on, 
I  left  him  behind,  in  the  white  powder 
that  was  still  falling. 
Soon  I  got  real  far  ahead  of  him  and  he  stopped. 
He  looked  at  me  with  his  big  bright  yellow  eyes, 
thinking  I  was  abandoning  him. 
So  as  much  as  1  hated  to,  I  stopped  also. 
He  must  have  sensed  that  I  was  waiting  for  him, 
so  naturally  he  took  off  with  an  outstanding  leap  and 
plowed  through  the  snow  towards  me. 
Just  then  a  deep,  dark,  frozen  badger  hole  swallowed  him  up. 
All  I  could  see  was  the  black  entrance  to  the  hole, 
but  no  Blacky. 

I  changed  my  momentum  and  started  walking  back  toward  him, 

as  slow  as  I  could. 
I  knelt  down  and  sat  my  gun  and  gloves 
on  the  fluffy  wet  snow. 
The  hole  was  about  the  size  of  a  basketball  hoop, 

and  led  straight  down. 
I  reached  into  the  crevice  and  twisted  him  out. 
I  then  picked  him  up  to  see  how  he  was. 
He  stared  into  my  eyes  and  said  thank  you. 
Then  he  jumped  off  my  shoulders  into  the  deep  snow 
and  took  off  again. 
Stupid  cat. 

 <a  Kris  Schock,  St.  Ignatius  High  School,  Grade  9 


Kristi  Banka 

Castle  Rock  Middle 

School 

Billings 

Grade  8 

Artist-in-Schools 


Ode  to  Secrets 

It  all  starts  with 
a  whisper, 
like  a  gentle  breeze 
to  the  far  corners 

of  your  mind. 
But  suddenly,  the 
gentle  breeze  can 
turn  into  a 
storm. 
Like  the  ocean 
with  the  raging 
waves  slapping 
against  the  rocks 

like  it  slaps 
against  your  worst 
fears. 
Secrets  are  like 
your  best  friends, 
but  they  are 
also  like  your 
worst  enemy. 
Secrets  can  keep 

you  safe, 
like  a  newborn 

baby 
wrapped  gently 
with  a  blanket. 
But  they  can 
also  unleash  the 
hardships  of  the 
"real"  world. 
Ode  to  secrets 
for  they 
can  bring 
together  even 
the  worst  of  enemies, 
like  a  magnet 
attracting 
paperclips. 


The  dark  scornful  night 
looming  about  in  my  stormy 
mind,  black  memories  buried 
deep  in  the  well  of  my  thoughts; 
forgotten  fragments  of  existence, 
salt-strewn  about  my  open  wounds 
stinging  like  the  tears  of  rage 
that  bitter  the  taste  on  my  tongue; 
midnight  skies  deepen  in  hue, 
thickening  their  frown  of  dismay, 
as  I  sit,  only  left  to  the 
knowledge  of  my  impending  sorrow. 


Angelyn  Marie  Stonebraker,  Twin  Bridges  High  School,  Grade9 


Peter  Baker,  Flathead  High  School,  Kalispell,  Grade  10 


Best 


Sometimes  when  I  feel  like  quitting,  I  can't. 
There  are  other  people  who  depend  on  me 
to  do  my  best. 

Sometimes  my  best  doesn't  seem  like  enough. 

The  pressure  to  do  your  best  is  always  there. 

Sometimes,  just  sometimes,  I  want  to  give  up. 

I  want  to  say,  "Go  away"  or  ""No,  just  leave." 

But  I  can't  say  what  I  want  to  say. 

Things  go  wrong,  and  I'm  expected 

to  do  my  best  to  fix  them. 

I  can't  say  OOPS  and  just  go  on. 

I  feel  like  I'm  trapped  in  a  long  tunnel 

and  I  can't  get  out. 

I've  got  to  be  smart,  responsible,  caring, 
polite,  and  nice  and 
I  just  want  to  stop. 

Even  if  for  one  day  not  to  worry  about  something. 
I  would  treasure  that  day,  the  one 
where  I  wouldn't  have  to  be  the  best. 
Someone  else  could. 

Amanda  Henthorne,  Big  Timber  Elementary,  Grade7,  Artist-in-Schools 


Jarrod  McQueen 
Hedges  School 
Kalispell 
Grade  5 


Dianne  Wells,  Target  Range  School,  Missoula,  Grade  8 


The  Horse  of  Dreams 

She  looks  different, 
but  she  is  my  sister. 
We  have  different  blood, 
but  she  is  my  sister. 

She  may  be  from  a  place  thousands  of  miles  away, 

with  different  culture  and  beliefs 

but  she  does  not  belong  there. 

As  you  see  her  smiling, 

on  that  plastic  horse  of  dreams, 

you  can  tell  that  she  would  rather  be  with  us. 

She  belongs  with  us. 

That  horse, 

the  horse  that  will  take  her  imagination  any  where. 

The  horse  can  let  go  to  the  depths  of  the  sea, 

or  just  our  house, 

where  she  is  no  different  from  us. 

Eron  Riddle,  St.  Ignatius  High  School.  Grade  9 


Rodeo 


I  hear 

the  clanking  of  cow  bells, 

the  mooing  of  steers, 

the  ringing  of  steel  gates  closing, 

the  hum  of  the  announcers  microphone, 

the  zip  of  chaps  being  put  on, 

the  cracking  of  bones  breaking, 

the  flapping  of  leather  chaps  against  legs, 

the  moans  of  those  hurt, 

the  clump  of  boots  on  wood  platforms, 

the  hush  of  the  crowd  before  the  next 

bull  rider  comes  out  of  the  chute. 


Heather  Watson 
Capital  High  School 
Helena 
Grade  9 


Cassie  Hutchins,  Wilson  School,  Bozeman,  Grade  4 
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Wait  a  Minute 

Wait  a  minute,  wait  a  minute, 
shadow  please! 

You're  as  long  as  the  sidewalk 
and  as  fast  as  the  breeze! 

You're  a  person  just  like  me 
and  copy  everything  I  do. 

Yet  when  it  comes  to  running,  I 
just  can't  catch  up  to  you! 

But  when  the  blue  sky  disappears 
and  the  shining  sun  fades  away, 

Slowly  my  shadow  creeps  into  the 
dark,  not  listening  to  what  I  say! 

Wait  a  minute,  wait  a  minute,  I  yell 
for  it  to  stop! 

But  I  know  tomorrow  it  will  be 
back,  when  the  clock's  hands  are  at 
the  top! 


Maria  Lundgren,  West  Glacier  School,  Grade  5 


Garrett  McGraph,  Lewis  &  Clark  Middle  School,  Billings,  Grade  7 


McDonalds 

A  trap.  The  illusion  of  easy  money 
and  a  nice  atmosphere.  Brainwashed 
by  managers.  Made  to  work 
for  indescribable  hours  for  low  pay 
and  again  the  managers. 
Customers  come  in 
and  accept  our  genuine  attitude, 
but  behind  the  mask  lies 
an  irrepressible  beast 
waiting  and  waiting  for  the  time 
when  we  can  reach  across  the  counter 
and  pluck  the  eyes 
from  their  heads.  Snap  small  brittle 
bones  of  their  children 
that  cry  and  make  messes  in  Playland. 
Cordially  we  accept  the  fact  of  courtesy 
and  live  through  our  shift. 
Jason  Byrer,  Bozeman  High  School,  Grade  11,  Artists-in-Schools 


Last  Minute  Shot 

I  stand  there  waiting,  like  a  tiger  ready  to  pounce 
Admiring  the  ball  greatly,  every  handcrafted  ounce. 
The  ball  like  flames  coming  at  my  head, 
My  legs  like  rubber,  my  arms  like  lead. 
I  feel  the  ball  hit  my  hands,  piercing,  stinging, 
Three,  two,  one,  the  ball's  in  the  air,  whistles  blowing, 
Bells  ringing 
Hoping,  praying 

Wait  a  minute,  wait  a  minute,  what  are  they  saying? 
Wrong  hoop  you  say,  wrong  hoop! 
You  dumb  idiot,  you  pathetic  stupe! 
JUST  A  GAME,  just  a  game  

Eric  Easton 
Anderson  School 
Bozeman 
Grade  7 


My  Family 


My  sister  and  I  don't  get  along. 
My  uncle  gets  everything  wrong. 
My  dad  loves  my  mother, 
I  hate  my  brother. 
My  grandpa  brags  about  being  in  World  War  II. 
My  grandma  doesn't  know  old  from  new. 
My  aunt  is  going  to  move  onto  our  deck. 
My  family's  a  pain  in  the  neck! 

Kelly  Mayernik 
Meadowlark  School 
Shelby 
Grade  4 


Chris  LaFranier,  Riverside  Middle  School,  Billings,  Grade  7 
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There  Will  Be. . . 

As  the  warm  October  skies  rose  to  mark  another  day  of  blissful  life  on  the  prairies  of  northeastern 
Montana,  I  rested,  pondering  the  perfect  life  that  God  had  given  me,  reflecting  on  my  youth  before  rising. 
Spring  had  blessed  my  mother  with  a  family  of  ten  but  only  six  of  us  remained. 

Our  life  had  been  filled  with  the  warmth  of  motherly  love  and  devotion.  How  heavenly  it  seemed  to 
nestle  with  mother  under  her  comforter  of  down.  Life  was  a  gossamer  creation  of  pleasantries.  Dinner  was 
always  provided  for  us  until  we  were  of  age  to  start  hunting  with  the  rest  of  the  family.  Aunts  and  their 
offspring  often  joined  us  in  the  meadow,  where  the  wild  flowers  grew,  to  dine.  Our  enemies  seemed  few 
and  far  away  because  mother  always  protected  us  as  she  taught  us  with  loving  consideration,  letting  us 
wander  off  occasionally  to  explore  more  of  the  wonderful  world. 

In  late  June  we  learned  how  to  solo,  flying  long  low  loops  over  the  dry  gulch  which  allowed  the  air  to 
lift  us  higher  and  higher  as  our  strength  grew  with  each  day's  practice.  I  was  proud  of  my  physical  changes 
as  the  summer  progressed.  No  longer  did  I  look  like  an  "ugly  duckling" — no  fowl  pun  intended  — as  I  grew 
more  graceful  and  stronger  with  each  day.  As  any  teenager,  puberty  brought  with  it  the  realization  that  I 
was  to  one  day  become  a  male  of  distinction.  I  proudly  wore  my  first  ring  and  my  brilliant,  regal  colors  of 
crimson,  emerald,  and  amethyst,  overlaying  topaz,  were  intensifying  each  day  as  all  my  cousins  and  I 
became  more  aware  of  the  mightiness  of  our  bodies.  Music  echoed  from  the  thrushes  and  marshes  as  crickets 
and  frogs  joined  in  harmony.  We,  too,  added  to  the  melodious  opera  of  the  prairie. 

As  the  days  grew  shorter  and  the  nights  longer,  the  sunsets  on  the  eastern  plains  seemed  to  be  designed 
from  a  painter' s  palette  and  with  each  stroke  of  purple,  pink,  and  azure,  the  nights  settled  into  a  peaceful  calm. 
Mother  often  spoke  of  her  other  family  that  she  had  raised  in  another  community.  As  she  crooned  to  us,  we 
knew  that  she  missed  her  sons  and  daughters,  not  knowing  where  they  might  be.  She  and  her  friends  often 
told  of  the  war  stories  of  our  ancestors,  and  boasted  of  their  gallantry  in  battle. 

The  nights  grew  colder,  but  the  days  were  warm  and  inviting.  We  roamed  freely,  looking  for  food, 
gathering  berries,  exploring  our  community,  and  playing  games.  Our  favorite  game  was  to  swoop  upon  each 
other,  squawking  with  fright,  then  zoom  off  to  hide,  waiting  with  anticipation  until  we  too  would  be 
frightened  by  our  friends.  Life  was  truly  wonderful. 

Today  I  awoke,  yawning  and  stretching.  Mother  was  frantically  trying  to  awaken  us.  She  demanded 
that  we  rise  and  shine  and  follow  her  quietly  through  the  tall  grass  into  the  brush.  "Quiet,  my  children  — 
please  be  quiet."  She  admonished  us  today. 

Off  we  went,  silently  into  the  darkness  as  the  sun  peeked  over  the  hills  to  the  east.  Mother  had  a  plan 
and  we  were  to  follow  her.  I  did  not  understand  her  fear  but  I  felt  the  rapidness  of  her  heartbeats  and  saw 
the  sternness  that  glared  in  her  eyes.  Today  was  to  be  like  no  other  day.  Today  was  a  new  day  and  in  my 
chest  I  could  feel  a  premonition  of  gloom. 

"Hush,  Hush,"  mother  hissed  over  and  over.  "Walk  more  softly,  hover  closer  to  the  ground;  please 
God,  watch  over  my  children  and  lead  us  to  safety,"  she  kept  imploring.  We  softly  slunk  through  the  frost- 
covered  tall  grass  and  brush.  My  younger  brother  grew  tired  of  mother's  fussing  and  boldly  stated,  "This 
is  no  fun.  Let's  split,  bro."  With  the  Herculean  strength  that  he  had  developed  over  the  summer,  he  darted 
into  the  early  morning  sky. 

BOOM,  BOOM-BOOM,  BOOM.  The  air  seemed  to  split  with  each  explosion.  Dry  tears  filled  my 
mother's  eyes  as  she  dropped  instantly  and  sadly  to  the  cold  ground.  Her  heart  was  heavy  with  fear  and  dread. 

Then  I  saw  the  battle  begin.  Men  and  boys  wearing  bright  orange  shirts,  who  resembled  those  that  we 
had  previously  watched  hay  the  meadow  and  combine  the  harvest  this  summer,  but  who  spoke  more  roughly, 
stalked  the  earth  carrying  long  brown  sticks  slung  over  their  shoulders.  They  commanded  the  yapping 
spotted  dogs,  "Go  get  'em,  flush  them  out  of  there,  Duke.  There  will  be  creamed  pheasant  breasts  in  the  pan 
tonight,  boys!" 

"Mother,  Mother,  what  do  we  do?"  I  cried. 

"Run  quietly  children  and  then  fly.  Don't  look  back.  Be  strong  and  may  God  always  be  with  you.  Yours 
is  not  to  ask  why,  yours  is  to  do  or  die.  Remember,  I  will  always  love  you!" 

We  quietly  scampered.  In  a  flutter  and  a  flurry,  we  flapped  our  wings  and  flew  furiously  skyward.  More 
shots  exploded  in  the  air.  On  my  left  I  saw  my  sister  zooming  downward  and  several  of  my  brothers 
squawked  with  pain  as  they  coasted  into  the  rushes.  Dogs  barked  and  darted  after  them. 

"I  must  not  look  back.  I  must  fly  onward.  Oh,  mother,  is  this  what  happened  to  your  other  family?" 
"Oh,  God,  please  watch  over  our  mother." 

Then  I  too  felt  the  hot  piercing  metal  impale  my  shoulder  and  chest.  And  I  knew,  "Yes,  there  will  be 
creamed  pheasant  breasts  in  the  pan  tonight,  boys." 

Eirka  Hoff,  Medicine  Lake  High  School,  Grade  1 1 


My  Favorite  Place 

Every  summer  I  went  with  my  great  grandpa  and  grandma  to 
their  cabin  in  Blackfoot.  It  was  a  beautiful,  wonderful  place:  all 
green  with  a  creek  running  by. 

There  was  a  bridge  going  over  the  creek  where  I  always  sat.  I 
slowly  put  my  feet  into  the  liquid  mist  so  that  I  didn't  hit  any- 
thing sharp  or  scare  the  fish. 

Different  colored  rocks  smothered  the  creek  bed  and  high- 
lighted the  water.  It  was  always  freezing  cold,  but  on  a  hot  day 
it  felt  great. 

On  trips  to  the  cabin  I  liked  to  fish.  The  Little  Blackfoot  River 
is  one  of  the  greatest  parts  of  Montana  and  a  great  joy  to  fish  on. 
It  looked  like  the  little  creek  that  ran  by  the  cabin,  only  enlarged 
like  an  enormous  oil  painting. 

Sometimes  we  saw  moose  or  a  bear  drinking  on  the  bank.  We 
always  saw  fish! 

Before  fishing  we  would  dig  for  night  crawlers  from  the  soft 
dirt  on  the  furthest  side  of  the  bridge. 

My  grandpa  taught  me  everything  about  fishing.  Every  time 
we  went  I  caught  at  least  two  fish:  by  age  six,  I  could  bait  my 
hook  myself. 

My  favorite  part  of  fishing  was  just  being  with  my  grandpa. 
He  was  a  lot  of  fun  to  watch,  and  he  told  great  stories  about  bob- 
cat trapping. 

After  a  long  day  of  fishing,  we  would  walk  up  to  the  cabin 
where  my  grandpa  would  cook  the  fish  for  dinner;  he  was  a  good 
cook,  so,  of  course,  they  were  excellent. 

After  dinner  it  was  a  tradition  to  play  UNO  with  my  grandma. 
We  played  until  about  midnight.  When  I  could  hardly  keep  my 
eyes  open,  I  went  to  bed. 

It  was  by  the  door.  Above,  on  the  wall,  there  was  a  picture  of 
a  lone  wolf  sitting  in  the  snow  staring  down  with  a  look  of  sav- 
ageness  in  its  eyes.  As  I  drifted  off  to  sleep,  I  could  hear  coyotes 
howling.  I  was  scared  because  my  grandpa  always  teased  me  by 
saying  they  were  waiting  for  me  to  go  up  to  the  outhouse  so  they 
could  eat  me  for  dinner.  I  didn't  believe  they  were  waiting  for 
me,  but  I  was  still  frightened  because  I  knew  they  were  un- 
tamed and  maybe  did  eat  small  children. 

Finally,  I  fell  asleep,  dreaming  that  we  would  always  be  here 
and  never  leave. 

But  when  I  was  ten,  we  went  up  to  the  cabin  for  the  last  time. 
My  grandpa  sold  the  cabin  and  the  land  it  sits  on.  He  and  my 
grandma  were  not  able  to  take  care  of  it  anymore. 

I  have  never  forgotten  about  my  favorite  place,  and  I  never 
will.  To  me,  it  was  the  best  place. 

Tiffany  Hewitt,  Clancy  Junior  High,  Grade  7 
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I  see  the  rhinos  suffering 

I  hear  the  pandas  cry 

Listen  to  their  desperate  plea 

That  no  more  should  have  to  die. 

Extinction  is  forever 

It  colors  our  future  black 

Once  a  living  thing  is  gone 

We  can  never  get  it  back. 

We're  killing  our  last  rainforests 

It's  not  just  trees  we  take 

What  we  just  don't  seem  to  realize 

Is  that  there  are  lives  are  at  stake. 

I  see  oil-covered  oceans 

Clean  water  is  no  more 

It's  scary  to  predict 

What  our  planet  has  in  store. 

We're  replacing  fresh,  clean  air 

With  smog  and  acid  rain 

We  only  have  one  earth 

Why  cause  it  so  much  pain? 

How  can  we  commit  these  murders 

Then  turn  and  walk  away 

There  will  soon  come  a  time 

When  we  will  have  to  pay. 

Our  planet  needs  our  help 

This  problem  needs  some  thought 

Together  we  can  save 

The  only  world  we've  got. 


Shari  Griffith,  Anderson  School,  Bozeman  Grade  8 


Dinosaur  Fossil 

Like  a  tree  with  big  branches 

Bone  paradise  for  dogs 
Like  a  cave  with  bony  sides 

Like  a  giant  prison 
Very  impressive  structure 
Reminds  you  of  the  beginning  of  life 
Takes  you  back  to  the  dinosaurs  time 

Kai  Jendresen,  Paris  Gibson  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  7,  Artist-in-Schools 
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Dancer  from  the  dance 

The  Arlee  Pow-Wow  campgrounds  ripple  and  sway  with  the 
anticipation  of  Grand  Entry.  I'm  just  sitting,  waiting,  watching, 
just  sipping  my  coke  in  the  shade.  A  girl  my  age,  somewhere 
around  ten  or  eleven,  comes  out  of  the  camper  across  the  walk- 
way from  me.  She  is  wearing  a  beautiful  white,  buckskin  dress, 
her  mother  calls  her  over  to  a  chair  and  braids  her  hair.  I  reach 
up  and  touch  my  own  long  hair  and  think  that  I  too  could  have 
long  braids.  I  am  concentrating  on  the  top  of  her  dress.  It  is 
fully  beaded  in  turquoise  with  a  red,  yellow,  and  white  design. 
Her  father  turns  on  some  pow-wow  music  and  she  begins  to 
practice  dancing.  Her  head  bobs  up  and  down  like  a  deer  run- 
ning through  prairie  grass,  and  her  fringe  swings  in  perfect 
rhythm.  Her  head  is  held  so  high.  She  is  proud  to  be  a  dancer.  I 
need  to  be  proud  like  her.  I  need  to  dance.  To  feel  the  beat  of  a 
drum. 

The  All-Peoples  Pow-Wow  grounds  are  full  of  smiles  and  mu- 
sic. My  mom  and  I  hear  a  new  song  start  and  we  take  our 
shawls  out  and  dance.  The  drumbeats  swirl  around,  almost 
tangible.  I  imagine  that  I  can  pick  the  excitement  out  of  the  air 
like  fruit.  The  drumbeats  become  louder,  and  the  intensity 
builds  and  builds.  Everyone  is  dancing  around  that  one  drum.  I 
feel  giddy,  silly,  and  crazy  all  at  once.  There  is  so  much  energy 
from  the  people  and  no  one  knows  what  to  do  with  it.  I  hardly 
can  feel  the  ground  beneath  my  feet  so  fast  are  my  footsteps.  I 
need  to  dance,  need  to  pound  out  the  drumbeats  on  the  earth. 
To  be  a  part  of  the  drum. 

Fancy  dancers  are  my  favorite,  with  their  graceful  steps  and 
flying  fringe.  I  have  practiced  and  danced  and  I  am  a  good 
dancer  and  can  be  proud.  I  picked  my  colors  easily.  They're 
red,  black,  white  and  yellow.  I  did  the  beadwork  myself,  and 
my  mother  sewed  my  dress.  I  practiced  and  practiced  until  now 
I  have  an  outfit  and  can  dance.  I  dance  to  the  beat  of  a  drum.  I 
have  become  part  of  the  drum. 

I  stand  in  line  for  Grand  Entry  and  nervously  wait.  The  drums 
start.  Everybody  makes  their  way  to  the  dance  arena.  My  feet 
start  to  move  and  I  jump,  bounce,  twirl,  and  smile  as  I  dance. 
Later  as  I  walk  through  the  crowds,  I  feel  as  though  I  truly  be- 
long. People  look  at  me  and  smile,  and  tell  me  that  I  am  a  good 
dancer.  I  have  been  waiting  for  so  long,  and  I  am  finally  here.  I 
am  a  good  dancer.  My  mother  is  proud.  My  brothers  are  proud. 
I  can  dance.  I  feel  the  drum.  My  feet  sound  out  the  drumbeats 
on  the  earth.  I  am  a  part  of  the  drum.  And  the  heartbeat  of  the 
earth  echoes  in  my  ears. 

Molly  Ashcraft,  Hellgate  High  School,  Missoula,  Grade  10 


A  Hunter's  Lament 


Snowy  morn 

But  wait!  He  moves 

Dawn  is  near 

And  paws  the  dirt 

/\ir  is  coici 

vviLn  smaii  iront  ieet 

1  opUL  Lllc  Uccl. 

nc  o  uiuy  iiu.il. 

His  antlers  tall 

He  tries  to  stand 

And  also  wide 

A  cruel  joke 

1  11  LcUvc  111111  I1UW 

KJLLLy  LWU  lego  IIlUVc 

T-Tp  cfijnHc  VM*r»ciHciHp 

nc  oLdlldo  Ul  vJctdolLAC 

T-Tic  Viispk  ic  V^tyYW'p 

1  llo  UaLK  lo  Ul  UI\C. 

I  raise  my  gun 

He  throws  his  head 

He's  in  my  sights 

Up  in  the  sky 

Hp'11  Hip  fci«r 
nc  ll  Lllc  idol 

/-VllU.  oclcdlllo  UUL  1UU.U. 

VV1L11UUL  a  llgllL. 

vviiy  wuii  l  lie  uie;: 

Freeze-frame 

The  pain-filled  cry 

Not  a  sound 

Stabs  to  my  heart 

INULlllllg  lllUVCo 

\A/i<~VpH1\/  cViott^ 
vvicN.cu.i_y  oiidi  p 

DUl  lliy  Ileal  L  pUUULlo. 

IjIKC  d  IIUIILCI  o  Udl  L. 

Then  suddenly 

A  second  shot 

The  world  explodes 

The  thing  is  done 

Tn  tr\  -fo  ct-fnrwra t*H 
iulu  laji  iui  waiu 

T  cfQi*t  1~n  rr\/ 
i  oiai  i  LvJ  ci  y 

/Ao  1  Ic  lUaU. 

DcIlcdLU  Lllc  oU.Il. 

I  know  he's  hit 

I'll  hunt  again 

He  starts  to  run 

I  know  I  will 

Riit"  it~'c  iico 
E>Ul  1L  o  11(J  Uoc 

lllclc  o  llvJLlllIlg  HKc 

nc  KllUWo  lie  o  U.(JIlc. 

J-\  gUULl  Llcall  Kill. 

One  step  he  takes 

But  the  pain  remains 

And  then  falls  down 

Within  my  heart 

Plows  up  earth 

It  stabs  me  still 

TAT* .1         I      •                                   11  J 

With  his  woodland  crown. 

Like  a  hunter  s  dart. 

A  moment  of  elation 

A  moment  of  regret 

Shelly  Milbum 

For  the  end  of  life 

Capital  High  School 
Helena 

For  a  fate  that's  met. 

Grade  10 

My  heart  is  like  a  bird  trying  to  keep  peace 

and  fill  the  air  with  happiness. 
My  heart  is  like  a  bird. 

It  flutters  when  it's  nervous  and  nests  when  it's  not. 

Skye  Martin,  Saco  High  School,  Grade  8 


Todd  Pearson,  Flathead  High  School,  Kalispell,  Grade  1 1 


Ominous  Faces 
Laughing, 
Laughing 
Dead 
Creepy 
Silence 
Fills 
Me, 
Chills 
Me 

I 

Feel 

Shadows 

Upon 

Me. 
Faces, 
I  Feel 

The 

Pressure, 
I 

Taste 
The 

Salty  Sweat. 
Laughing 
Fills  My 

Mind. 
Eerie 
Laughing 
Though  There's 
No  Sound. 
Monsterous  Beings 
Laughing  At  Me  Cowering 
Below  Why  Me?  Pressure, 
Pounding  In  My  Brain. 
I  Open  My  Mouth  To  Yell, 
Silence  All  Around. 


Charlie  Gaare 
East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls 
Grade6 


TIME 

I  seem  to  shuffle  slowly  at  first. 
Then,  later,  I  ramble  along  at  a  goodly  pace. 
Near  the  end  I  trudge  along,  dragging  you  behind. 
I  am  your  greatest  ally 
I  am  your  loathesome  enemy 
You  do  not  realize  my  consequences 
Carefully,  I  mask  myself  in  consistency. 
I  am  powerful  beyond  thought 
I  move  mountains 
I  topple  the  most  powerful  empires 
I  give  birth  to  all  existence,  extinguish  all  life 
In  the  end,  all  recognize  me  as  superior  in  my  passing. 

Paul  Michels,  Medicine  Lake  Schools,  Grade  10 


Eileen  Ford,  Paris  Gibson  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  6 


SOLITUDE 

The  creaky  old  fence 

And  the  ancient  white  barn — 

Alone  they  stand 

Untouched  by  the  outside  world. 

Untarnished  by  the  troubles 
Surrounding  them, 
They  dwell  undisturbed— 
Their  dreams  are  all  blown 
By  the  wind, 

The  ancient  building  and 
The  creaky  old  fence. 

A  solitary  cow  grazes 
By  the  abandoned 
Barn. 

The  decaying  rails 

Still  remain  standing  with  dignity. 


The  barn  is  a  relic 
Of  an  ancient  time  and 
The  fence  of  a  world  of 
Endless  labor. 


And  mountains  envelop 
The  creaky  old  fence  and 

The  ancient  white  barn  Mindy  Isch 

Standing  alone  Bozeman  High  School 

Untouched  by  the  outside  world.  Grade  10 


"My  Workshop"  Colt  High,  Twin  Bridges  Elementary,  Grade  3 


Tidepool  of  Choices 

He  was. . . 

like  the  tide 

always  turning 

never  the  same 

influenced  by  the  moon 

Waves  of  choices 

flowed  all  around  him 

until 

finally 

he  drowned 

in  his  own  decisions. 

Erica  Parfit,  St.  Ignatius  High  School,  Grade  10 


Oliver  Daniel,  West  Elementary,  Butte,  Grade5 

The  Cruel  Punishment 

Inhuman,  horrible  men 
fighting  for  revenge. 
Victims  slowly  escaping, 
though  their  wounds  are  gaping. 
They  fight  like  wild  boars. 
What  use  is  there  in  wars? 

Hoping,  praying  for  survival, 
but  the  torture  comes  to  all. 
Most  lives  are  given  up, 
most  lives  are  lost. 
Don't  give  up. 
There  still  may  be  hope. 


Hannah  Anders 
Montana  City  School 
Clancy 
Grade  4 


When  my  brother  does  something  wrong 
I  get  lectured 

But  I  don't  see  myself  running  out 
and  doing  that 

Mom  said  I  didn't  work  hard  enough 
on  my  tree  identification 
But  I  got  third  in  the  state 
and  went  to  nationals 

Dad  says  I  don't  take  care 
of  my  pets 

But  if  I  don't  take  good  care  of  them 
why  are  they  still  alive? 

Mom  says  I  don't  do  anything 
around  the  house 
But  doesn't  she  notice 
her  clothes  get  clean 

My  sister  says  that 
I'm  mean 

but  she  is  always  the  one  that 
smarts  off  and  hits  me 

Sara  Plaggemeyer,  Big  Timber  Elementary,  Grade  8,  Artist-in-School 


Elaine  Mow,  C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School,  Great  Falls,  Grade  7 


The  sea  is  green  or  blue,  and  when  you  look  as  far  as 
you  can  see,  it  ends  in  light  blue.  The  sea  sounds  like 
the  wind  in  the  autumn  leavess,  and  the  soundd  of 
running  in  wheat  fields.  The  sea  is  wet,  with  soft  sand 
between  your  toes,  it  smells  like  rain  in  a  warm  wind. 
It  tastes  like  a  tear  drop. 


Jeff  Sattler,  Wolf  Creek  School,  Grade4 


The  Sea 


I  see  the  blue  Sea. 
Now,  I  left  the  sea, 
but  the  sea  went  with  me. 
For  the  sky  is  my  sea; 
The  clouds  are  my  fish, 
The  birds  are  the  seagulls  swooping  through  the  sky 
Catching  fish  as  they  fly. 
I  look  to  the  sea  and  see  the  sea  in  the  blue  sky. 

Seth  Gibbs 
Meadowlark  School 
Shelby 
Grade4 
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The  Memories  of  Summer 

"And,"  he  said,  his  small  eyes  growing  intense, 
"never  cuss  in  front  of  a  lady."  I  sat  there  listening  to 
this  greasy  fat  man  who  had  worked  hard  all  day  not 
making  enough  money.  He  sat  there  drinking  from 
his  bottle  with  the  rank  three-day-old  shift  still  on. 

For  two  months  of  the  year  I  went  with  my  Daddy 
on  his  truck.  There  I  met  people  who  were  real.  With 
thought.  Some  told  you  the  facts  of  life  and  how  to 
really  make  it  out  there.  Others  just  talked. 

One  man  asked  me  when  I  was  just  seven,  "Do  you 
know  what  the  blues  are?"  getting  out  the  harmonica 
that  his  father  had  given  to  him  as  a  present.  "No, 
you  don't  know  what  the  blues  are.  You're  too  young 
to  know  the  blues."  He  put  his  harmonica  back  into 
his  pocket. 

But  I  also  learned  that  for  the  other  ten  months  I 
was  home,  Daddy  was  gone.  I  remember  growing  old 
in  one  hour  when  Daddy  came  home  to  say,  "Me  and 
Mom  are  getting  divorced." 

I  was  old  and  knew  the  blues,  and  I  cried. 

Matt  Mass,  Sweet  Grass  County  High  School,  Grade  12,  Artists-in-Schools 


My  Tears 

I  cried  a  hundred  tears 
that  make  salty  waves, 
that  form  the  shimmering  tide, 
that  ends  at  the  glittering  sea. 
My  tears,  my  eyes  are  never  dry. 


Elizabeth  Brunner 
Hellgate  Elementary 
Grade  3 


The  Quilt  of  Love 

Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a  very  old  lady.  She  had 
a  grandchild.  Her  name  was  Emily.  Emily  came  to  see 
her  grandma  everyday.  But  one  day,  Emily  went  and 
the  ambulance  was  there.  Emily  asked  a  man,  "What  is 
going  on?"  The  man  said,  "This  lady  is  dying." 

"Oh  no,"  Emily  cried  and  ran  home  to  her  mother. 

The  next  day  Emily  went  to  visit  her  grandma. 
Emily's  grandma  had  a  suitcase  with  something  in  it. 
Emily  walked  up  to  her  grandma  and  gave  her  flowers. 
Her  grandma  said,  "I  have  something  for  you.  It's  my 
great  great  grandma's  quilt  and  it's  yours." 

Emily  said,  "Thanks." 

Then  a  doctor  said,  "Visiting  hours  are  over."  Emily 
went  home. 

Three  weeks  later,  Emily  got  a  call  from  the  doctor. 
He  said,  "I'm  sorry.  Your  grandma  died  of  cancer." 
Then  Emily  flooded  the  house  with  tears. 

The  next  day  Emily  had  a  friend  over.  Her  name  was 

Lisa.  She  saw  the  quilt.  "Neat  quilt,"  Lisa  said.  Emily 

said,  "It's  not  a  quilt,  it  is  love  from  my  grandma." 

Joey  Bruton 
Plummer  School 


Libby 
Grade  2 


Adam  Johnson,  Clancy  School,  Grade  3 


Only  a  Kiss 


It  begins  with  a  tingle- 
Yet  ever  so  faint 
And  at  this  first  moment 
There  appears  no  restraint. 
A  sensation  through  lips 
Soon  arrives  at  one's  feet 
And  the  heart  sings  the  song 
Of  a  feeling  so  sweet. 
The  earth  begins  to  rumble 
The  world  decides  to  turn 
An  addiction  has  been  forming 
For  this  sweetness  one  does  yearn. 
The  lights  that  fill  the  sky 
Shine  down  upon  the  face 
And  in  the  way  of  happiness 
There  is  more  than  just  a  trace. 
The  ground  can't  help  but  dance  for  joy, 
The  wind  can't  help  but  sing, 
Nature  is  celebrating  life 
As  the  bells  of  love  now  ring. 
The  world  is  spinning  round  and  round 
For  sadness  it  does  not  miss 
And  to  think  all  this  was  started  by 
One  sweet  and  special  kiss. 
 Tina  Courtney,  Capital  High  School,  Helena,  Grade  12 
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Jennifer  Eidum,  Helena  Middle  School,  Grade  6 
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Hawk's  Wing 

I  walked  through  the  woods  like  birds  of  prey, 

gun  in  hand.  I  am  the  hunter. 
I  came  upon  a  clearing.  I  stopped  to  survey 

for  game. 

THUMP 

Something  was  behind  me.  My  body  tensed, 
I  whirled  to  face  the  sound. 

On  the  ground  lay  the  flattened  remains 
of  a  chicken, 

its  black  feathers  red  with  blood, 
its  neck  sheared  open, 
its  body  flat  and  crumpled 
like  it  had  fallen. 

Fallen.  I  looked  into  the  October  sky. 
A  lone  hawk  circled  above  me 
I  laughed  fearfully. 

Was  this  an  accident?  Did  the  hawk's  talons 
lose  their  grip? 

Or  was  this  hunter  of  birds  hunting  me? 
Did  he  sacrifice  his  small  prey 
to  crush  my  skull  and  dine  for  weeks?  I 
could  have  died.  I  am  the  hunted. 

Lee  Bokma 
Sweet  Grass  County  high  School 

Big  Timber 
Grade  12 
Artist-in-School 
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You  are  a  rock 

I  am  the  snake  that  steals  your  heat  in  the  hot  afternoon 
You  are  a  river 

I  am  the  bear  that  steals  your  fish 

You  are  the  moon 

I  am  the  sun  that  chases  you  away 

You  are  the  ocean 

I  am  the  sea  that  steals  your  water 

You  are  the  air 

I  am  the  bomb  that  decleanses  you 

Cory  Rankin 
Arlee  Junior  High 
Grade  7 

 Artist-in-School 


Indigo  Millar,  Hellgate  High  School,  Grade  12,  Missoula 


My  mind  a  piece  of  abstract  art; 
Simple  thoughts,  mere 

Straight  razor  sharp  lines  formed  in  drafting  class. 

And  complex  thoughts-  creative  and  contoured- 

Like  lines  made  in  art  studio. 

I  see  the  optimism 

Along  with  the  pessimism; 

The  Ugly  Duckling 

Horrid  on  the  outside, 

Yet  magnificent  within. 

The  rose  with  its  piercing  thorns 

Contrasted  by  luxurious  petals. 

This  is  my  mind, 

A  laceration  versus  an  incision. 

Trevor  Howard 
Great  Falls  High 
Grade  1 1 


AIR 

An  invisible  life-bearer, 
enclosing  us  in  a  blanket 
which  we  absent-mindedly  wear. 

Joshua  Thorpe 
Clancy  Junior  High 
Grade  8 


Sky  Watcher 

I  see  millions  and  millions 
of  stars 

twinkling  in  some  sort  of  a 
Rhythm. 

I  feel  as  if  something  or 
someone  is  watching  me 
stare  up 

into  the  star  filled  sky 
maybe  someone  is  watching 
over  me  as  I  watch  over  them. 


Jared  Seymour 
Park  City  School 
Grade  6 


The  eagle  screams 
For  the  sky  to  become  dark. 
So  in  obedience, 
The  grey  overcomes  pale  blue 
To  let  the  storm  cross  over. 
Somewhere  on  the  earth 
As  rain  shadows  fall, 
The  ignorant  ones 
Refuse  to  look  up. 
The  sky  is  a  beautiful  blackness 
Before  the  rain  will  come. 


Paula-Kaye  Cyr 
Capital  High  School 
Helena 
Grade  12 
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I  remember  all  those  times 

my  grandparents  would  come  over. 

Grandpa  would  always  tell  jokes. 

Grandma  would  roll  her  eyes  at  him. 

He  always  found  a  way 

to  make  my  sister  blow 

milk  out  her  nose. 

After  dinner  we  would  play  pool. 

He  would  still  be  telling  stories 

about  the  time  he  fell  in  a 

lake  retrieving  a  golf  ball. 

He  always  told  the  same  stories 

but  every  time  he  told  us, 

we  would  laugh. 

Stephanie  Farmer 

Castle  Rock  Middle  School 

Grade  8 

Artist-in-School 

i  iiiiiiK  ui  you 

I  think  of  you 

you're  in  your  garden 

you're  harvesting  Zuchini. 

I  think  of  you, 

you're  waking  me  early, 

you're  eating  cookies  with  me, 

we  are  hiding  from  Grandma. 

I  think  of  you, 

you're  sitting  in  your  chair, 

I'm  going  to  bed, 

but  first  I  rub  your  fuzzy  head. 

I  think  of  you, 

you're  sitting  at  the  table, 

we  are  playing  dominoes, 

we  are  having  fun. 

I  think  of  you, 

you're  helping  Grandma, 

you  loved  her  so  much. 

I  think  of  you, 

not  wanting  just  to  remember  you, 

thinking  nothing  will  ever  happen  to  you. 

I  think  of  you, 

leaving  our  family  peacefully, 

giving  us  many  things  to  remember  you  by. 

I  think  of  you, 

I  remember  you, 

I  love  you  Grandpa. 

Michelle  Paulson,  Columbia  Falls  High  School,  Grade  1 1 

Plantsville  Drugstore 

As  she  stepped  off  the  high  curb,  the  sound  of  a  dis- 
tant car  horn  echoed  through  the  usually  silent  town  of 
Plantsville.  She  slowly  crossed  the  old,  gray  asphalt 
road,  the  smell  of  oil  assaulting  her  nose.  The  humid 
heat  tired  her,  causing  her  to  drag  her  feet.  But,  the 
anticipation  of  reaching  the  drugstore  quickened  her 
heart. 

Her  foot  finally  stepped  upon  the  old,  tilted  cement 
slab  that  made  for  an  entrance  to  the  store.  She 
wrapped  her  hand  around  the  hot,  brass  door  handle, 
the  deep  grooves  fitted  her  hand  perfectly.  Pausing  to 
look  through  the  yellow  stained  window,  her  eyes  were 
met  by  familiar  sights.  As  she  opened  the  heavy  door, 
ancient  hands  seemed  to  embrace  her.  Old  familiar 
friends  stood  at  attention  in  lines  of  liniments  and  cigars. 
The  lined  faces  of  generations  past  floated  in  and  out  of 
her  mind.  But,  the  new  generation  slowly  brought  her 
back  to  reality;  the  buzzing  sounds  of  Huey  Lewis  play- 
ing in  the  background  on  the  old  stereo  system. 

The  store  clerk  looked  up.  Seeing  that  he  knew  this 
girl,  he  silently  went  back  to  work.  The  girl  followed  the 
footworn  and  creaking  floorboards  back  to  the  aged 
cooler  that  held  the  fruit.  The  quiet  whirr  of  the  con- 
denser hummed  in  her  ears.  She  ran  her  hand  over 
the  fresh  peaches,  feeling  the  soft  skins. 

She  slowly  moved  down  the  candy  section,  inhaling 
the  sweet  smell  of  licorice.  Moving  on  to  the  magazines, 
she  quickly  flipped  through  one.  Hearing  the  soft  click  of 
pages,  the  clerk  looked  up  once  more  and  smiled. 

The  girl  made  her  way  over  to  the  cluttered  front 
desk.  She  asked  the  clerk  for  three  lottery  tickets,  her 
grandmother's  weekly  ritual.  The  girl  held  out  three 
warm  dollar  bills  in  exchange  for  three  cool,  blue  and 
silver  lottery  tickets.  Slipping  them  into  her  pocket,  she 
turned  .  Once  again,  she  left  the  comfort  of  the  old,  well- 
known  store  and  ventured  out  into  the  land  of  the  less 
familiar. 

Emilie  Babon,  Big  Sky  High  School,  Missoula,  Grade  9 


A  Troll  Speaks 

No  one  ever  hears  my  side  of  the  story.  Everyone  always  hears  THEIRS !  In 
case  you  forgot,  I'm  the  troll,  Nicholas  S.  Winchester,  III.  It  all  happened  one  day 
as  I  was  taking  a  nap.  I  woke  up  to  the  sound  of  the  three  billy  goats  laughing  at 
me.  They  said,  "That  troll  is  so  stupid!  He  doesn't  know  what  he's  doing!  He's 
just  a  big  fool!"  At  this,  I  was  surprised  and  then  I  got  mad.  Then  I  changed  my 
attitude  toward  the  billy  goats.  You  see,  I  used  to  like  the  billy  goats,  but  then  I  was 
insulted  when  they  made  that  little  crack  about  me.  I  decided  that  they  needed  to 
face  me  before  they  could  go  over  the  bridge.  The  billy  goats  LOVE  apples.  It 
wouldn't  be  long  before  they  would  be  coming  over  the  bridge. 

I  called  my  brother  who  works  at  Booby  Traps-R-Us  to  see  if  he  had  any 
devices  for  bridges.  He  sent  me  a  doozy  of  a  bomb  a  few  days  later.  I  wired  fifty 
feet  of  camouflaged  barbed  wire  and  dynamite  around  the  bridge  and  waited  for  the 
little  stinkers  to  come.  Little  did  I  know  that  their  uncle  was  recruited  from  RAM- 
HIGH  Command,  specializing  in  secret  service  intelligence  work.  He  chewed 
through  the  barbed  wire  and  ate  the  dynamite.  He  drank  some  water  from  the  river 
and  doused  any  possibility  of  him  blowing  up.  Now,  it  was  up  to  me  to  deal  with 
those  goats. 

I  planted  a  field  mine  on  the  bridge  in  hopes  of  getting  them  that  way.  The 
littlest  billy  goat  trotted  along  the  bridge  and  jumped  right  over  the  mine  not  even 
noticing  it!  I  was  so  mad,  I  came  out  from  under  the  bridge  and  I  said,  "I'm  going 
to  eat  you  for  my  dinner  because  you  all  were  laughing  at  me!"  The  littlest  billy 
goat  said,  "Oh,  my  second  biggest  brother  is  coming  soon  and  he  is  much  plumper 
than  I.  He  eats  fifty  pounds  of  food  a  day  and  I  only  eat  five  pounds  a  day."  I  let 
him  pass  thinking  that  at  least  I  would  get  a  better  meal  with  the  bigger  brother. 

The  bigger  brother  came  along  and  he  too  jumped  right  over  that  doggone  field 
mine!  I  came  out  madder  than  ever  and  shouted,  "I'm  going  to  eat  you  for  my 
dinner!"  The  bigger  billy  goat  said,  "Now,  now,  don't  get  excited.  An  even  bigger 
brother  is  coming.  He  eats  a  hundred  pounds  of  food  a  day  and  I  only  eat  fifty."  So 
I  said,  "Okay,  you  little  cockroach,  I'll  wait  for  your  brother." 

I  let  the  second  biggest  billy  goat  across,  because  I  wanted  the  MAIN 
COURSE!  Three  hours  had  passed  and  the  billy  goat  was  nowhere  in  sight.  I 
wondered  where  the  billy  goat  was.  Little  did  I  know  that  he  was  working  out  at 
the  RAM'S  HIGH  COMMAND  Gym!  Finally,  he  came  to  the  bridge.  He  had  new 
pointers  for  his  horns,  and  he  had  muscles  the  size  of  casaba  melons!  I  knew  I 
didn't  stand  a  chance.  Knowing  that  I  was  going  to  lose,  I  took  out  my  remote 
control  to  blow  up  the  field  mine.  Unfortunately,  I  forgot  I  was  standing  over  it!  I 
pushed  the  button  and  I  woke  up  three  and  a  half  days  later.  I  was  in  the  Blueberry 
Hospital  bandaged  from  head  to  toe,  like  a  mummy.  The  nurse  came  in  and  gave 
me  my  doctor's  bill.  It  was  $500,000,000.00!  Boy,  do  I  have  a  bone  to  pick  with 
those  NO  GOOD  rascals  of  goats! 

P.S.  To  the  goats:  I  hope  your  mother  buys  you  coffins  for  your  birthdays! 


Bob  Malloy,  Paxson  School,  Missoula,  Grade  4 


Tasty  Tidbits 

Tastes  that  torture  my  tongue- 
Blue  cheese  upon  octopus 
Jalapeno  ice  cream 
Anchovies  with  peanut  butter 
Broccoli  in  ketchip  dip 
Mushrooms  with  tartar  sauce 
Artichokes  in  chocolate  syrup 
Pickles  a  la  mustard 
Saurkraut  on  anything 
Eggplant/ shusi  shishkabob 
Liver  and  onions 
Tripe  with  carrot  stuffing 
Beef  tongue  a  la  mode 
Souffle  of  sweetbread  (cow  brains) 
And  candied  escargo 
Gag! 

Jenny  Manning,  Will  James  Middle  School,  Billings,  Grade8 

All  day  long 
In  a  tranquil  lea 
roses,  moss,  and  alyssum 
gaze  up  to  the  lucid  firmament 
small  wonders 

Julie  Schultz 
Clancy  Junior  High  School 
Grade  8 


I  am  named  after  a  flower 
The  Wild  Camas  Lilly 
native  to  northern  Montana 
grows  in  large  herds 
hundreds  of  Blue  Lilly  heads 
with  an  occasional  green  stem 
from  a  distance  they  look 
like  water 

from  a  distance  they  look 
like  a  shallow  lake 
glistening  in  the  sun 
like  lakes  do 
But  they  are  not  a  lake 
and  if  you  look  close 
you  would  learn 
They  are  just  flowers 
pretending  to  be  different 
than  they  really  are 
Maybe  the  Wild  Camas  Lilly 
is  named  after  me 


My  Name 


Camas  Sturm 
C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 

Helena 
Grade  8 
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Holly  Meldahl,  East  Middle  School,  Butte,  Grade  7 
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Bedbugs 
vexing  sleeper 
masticating  all  creatures 
amidst  furrowed  bed-covering. 
Do  you  know  these  vile  beasts? 


Amanda  Garbert,  Clancy  Junior  High,  Grade  8 


Kristina  Etter,  Helena  High  School,  Grade  1 1 


Kings,  Queens,  and  Little  People  of  the  Month 

In  January,  the  Snow  Queen  comes, 

and  points  her  silver  wand 

at  all  those  who  intrude  in  her  domain. 

February's  white  dove  comes  to  greet  the  sky, 
to  fly  high, 

and  bring  great  peace  to  earth. 

March,  the  Little  Green  Bud, 

made  a  hut  from  starch, 

to  protect  himself  from  the  advancing  rain. 

April  Shower  likes  to  cry, 
so  tears  fall  on  all 
that  dare  step  outside. 

The  Little  Princess  May 
always  seems  quite  gay 
while  playing  with  the  flowers. 

Princess  June's  playful  giggle 
summons  all  the  fairfolk 
to  a  merry  gathering. 

Red  hot  July 

has  the  quickest  temper 

of  all  the  princes  in  the  valley. 

August's  dark  forest 

seems  to  either  push  or  pull  you  away  or  in 
its  dark  tangled  mass. 

September  is  the  leader 
of  the 

bird's  flight  south. 

October  is  the  Prince  of  Leaves 
whose  magic  makes  the  leaves  turn 
the  same  colors  as  his  hair. 

November,  King  West  Wind, 

flies  as  swift  as  the  wind  he  blows, 

and  stays  when  December  comes. 

Jack  Frost,  the  Man  Who  Comes  in  December, 
freezes  up  the  windows, 
and  all  who  live  inside. 

And  the  months  prance  around 
in  the  coming 
of  their  time. 


Emily  Baker,  Belgrade  Intermediate,  Grade  4 


Report  Card  Day 

He  waited  patiently  to  step  up  and  get  on  the  packed 
bus.  Since  there  were  no  seats,  he  stood  near  the  front 
for  a  couple  of  stops.  He  finally  was  able  to  sit  down. 
Feeling  very  tense,  he  waited  for  his  stop.  When  it 
came,  he  slowly  stepped  off  knowing  what  was  waiting 
for  him  at  home.  With  his  very  stiff  steps,  he  walked  up 
the  stairs  to  his  house.  Quietly  opening  the  door,  he 
quickly  noticed  his  mother  was  not  on  the  couch.  Sud- 
denly, a  smile  came  to  his  face.  He  rushed  to  his  room 
when  he  heard  his  mother's  voice,  "Where's  your  re- 
port card?"  Thad  Popoff 

Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings 
Grade  8 


Krystal  Birky,  C.S.  Porter  Middle  School,  Missoula,  Grade  6 


The  Ratel 

Ratel,  ratel 
you  badgerlike 
Thing 
You  Asian 
Indian 

African  thing 

You  two  foot  long 

Little  furball 

You  insect 

Frog 

Snake 

Bird 

And  rat  eating 
Ratel 

You  hunt  by  night 

You  sleep  by  day 

In  that  small  hollow 

Tree  stump 

Over  there 

By  the  small 

Stream 

From  which 

You  drink 

And  eat 

And  sleep 

And  hunt 

And. . . 

Where  you 

Live  Christine  Middleton,  Park  City  School,  Grade  6 


Quincy  Moore,  Kila  School,  Kindergarten 


One  Kid's  Story 

My  sweaty  hands  slid  slowly  down  the  wall,  as  I  gasped  for  my  hot 
breath.  My  father's  massive  hand  was  aimed  and  again  came  slamming 
down  on  my  bony  jaw.  My  masculine  body  convulsed  with  confusion, 
and  I  heard  my  head  screaming  with  frustration  and  anger.  I  glanced 
up,  and  saw  my  father  stride  off  to  the  bathroom  to  relieve  himself  of  my 
blood  that  seeped  guiltily  through  his  cold  fingers. 

"Oh  my  God!"  Michael  exclaimed  as  I  described  in  detail  my  bout 
with  Daddy. 

""Why  do  you  let  him  do  this  to  you!"  Michael  demanded.  His 
warm  hands  touched  my  shoulder,  and  my  face  flushed  with  tenderness. 

"Forget  it  man.  Things  are  okay!"  I  lied.  Michael's  gentle  eyes 
searched  my  face  for  the  truth,  and  we  filed  slowly  on  down  the  hall. 

My  best  friend  in  the  whole  world  — I  am  so  damn  fortunate  to  have 
him,  I  thought  as  I  floated  aimlessly  through  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

I  want  to  get  even  with  daddy,  and  I  know  Michael  would  help  me 
unconditionally,  but  I'm  scared  of  what  could  happen.  I'm  so  terrified  of 
leaving.  I  felt  my  heart  pumping  blood  viciously  through  my  body,  and 
my  stomach  clenched.  I  recognized  this  feeling  and  feared  what  it  could 
do  to  me. 

My  father's  face  shuddered  and  I  thought  silently  to  myself.  His 
gray  hair  was  thinning,  and  he  had  always  been  overweight.  I  wish  I 
knew  why  he  would  hurt  his  only  son.  I  stared  up  at  my  father's  cold 
face  and  tried  desperately  to  conjure  up  images  of  how  he  was  before 
mom  died.  He  liked  to  hit  me,  and  my  insides  strained  to  tell  him  it 
wasn't  right.  But,  I  didn't  want  to  leave.  I  was  comfortable. 

My  room  was  my  only  outlet  of  escape.  I  even  enjoyed  cleaning  it. 
My  tidy  room  kept  things  on  that  end  organized,  and  not  too  compli- 
cated. On  the  other  end,  things  were  confusing  and  overwhelming. 

I  knew  what  I  was  expected  to  do,  and  seconds  later,  I  found  myself 
preparing  a  simple  meal  and  straightening  the  house  around.  My  books 
lay  strewn  out  across  the  floor,  and  I  hurriedly  swept  them  into  a  neat 
pile.  I  had  learned  my  lesson  about  sloppiness  last  night,  I  thought 
restlessly. 

I  went  to  bed  exhausted  and  yet,  a  bit  pleased  with  myself.  My 
father  had  gone  to  the  neighborhood  bar,  and  that  gave  me  an  opportu- 
nity to  please  him.  He  fell  silently  into  bed,  but  I  knew  what  he  had  so 
desperately  done. 

In  the  passing  weeks,  fortunately  the  hours  sped  by.  Michael  men- 
tioned noticing  an  eerie  calmness  in  my  low  voice.  I  instinctively 
shrugged  him  off  with  complete  ignorance.  My  father  kept  himself 
entertained  with  long  visits  to  the  bar  and  loads  of  paperwork  he  never 
seemed  to  finish.  I  calculated  everything  cautiously  and  made  things  on 
my  physical  side  appear  flawless.  Inside  my  darkened  little  world,  I 
continued  to  fight.  My  heart  ached  with  worry,  and  my  sincere  smile 


seemed  to  slide  languidly  off  my  face. 

On  one  unusually  warm  and  monotonous  day,  I  was  lying  in  my  soft,  friendly  bed, 
drowning  in  my  thoughts,  and  sailing  through  my  head.  I  knew  I  should  be  cleaning 
his  house,  but  I  did  not  see  any  satisfaction  or  reason  to  please  him  today.  And  be- 
sides, he  would  probably  be  at  the  bar  for  a  couple  of  hours. 

I  heard  his  heavy  footsteps  racing  to  my  door,  and  my  whole  body  sank  with  fear. 
My  door  crashed  open,  and  he  came  blundering  in.  His  heavy  face  smelled  like  cheap 
whiskey,  as  he  snatched  at  me  with  clumsy  fingers.  He  flung  me,  and  I  stumbled  onto 
my  dresser.  My  head  was  bruising  quickly,  and  I  felt  light-headed  as  I  realized  angrily 
what  he  was  doing. 

I  saw  guilt  and  hate  streak  across  his  face  and  his  eyes  dart  unsteadily  with  plea- 
sure. I  thought  wildly  of  what  I  could  do.  I  flexed  my  alert  body  into  a  halfway  stand- 
ing position,  ignoring  the  light  feeling  in  my  head,  and  the  twitching  in  my  legs.  My 
legs  silently  strode  across  the  floor.  Every  step  seemed  heavy  and  unreal.  To  daddy,  it 
seemed  uncontrollable.  I  reached  my  door,  and  forced  myself  to  snatch  the  frozen 
doorknob  open.  My  brain  told  me  to  turn  around,  and  surrender  once  more.  I  refused 
to  listen  and  slid  the  unfriendly  receiver  to  my  ear. 

I  listened  slowly,  and  saw  my  daddy's  drunken  eyes  slither  slowly  across  my  face. 
My  ears  perked  up  and  heard  what  almost  seemed  like  a  scream,  when  the  operator's 
professional  voice  said,  "This  is  911;  is  there  an  emergency?" 

"Yes,  I  would  like  to  report  a  severe  case  of  child  abuse." 

The  woman  on  the  other  end  reacted  quickly.  She  started  feeding  questions  to  me 
so  fast  I  could  not  clear  my  head  of  all  the  things  that  were  happening  at  once.  I  told 
her  everything  that  had  just  happened  and  that  I  thought  he  was  drunk.  I  could  imag- 
ine this  lady,  bulky,  and  straight  to  business.  She  probably  got  a  hundred  of  these  calls 
a  day.  I  gave  her  every  piece  of  information  required  and  quickly  hung  up  the  phone. 

I  turned  around  to  see  my  father  still  standing  there  in  shock.  His  mouth  was 
gaping,  and  I  could  see  he  was  out  of  breath.  His  eyes  lay  fixed  on  me,  and  he  looked 
like  an  innocent  child  standing  in  the  sun  for  the  first  time. 

It  felt  so  good  to  be  alive  at  that  moment.  My  heart  returned  to  beating  normally, 
and  I  relaxed.  For  the  first  time  in  months,  my  head  stopped  throbbing,  and  my  heart 
felt  at  ease.  I  felt  at  peace  with  the  world. 

My  father  shook  with  amazement  when  I  called  to  him. 

"Dad,  you  better  get  your  things  and  wait  for  the  police  to  come..." 

He  nodded  stupidly  and  sauntered  on  down  the  hall. 

I  smiled  wickedly,  as  I  watched  him  leave.  He  had  been  beaten,  and  I  was  the  one 
who  beat  him.  My  heart  jumped  with  excitement  and  I  skipped  in  line  behind  my 
father. 


Shannon  Augustine,  CM.  Russell  High  School,  Great  Falls  Grade  10 


Wolf 

As  I  tried  to  concentrate,  I  pushed  my  long,  black  hair  back.  I 
glanced  anxiously  out  the  window,  then  at  the  clock.  School's  almost 
over.  I  hated  it  when  the  other  children  made  fun  of  me.  I  couldn't  wait 
until  I  got  home.  After  I  did  my  chores,  I  could  see  Misqute. 

School's  out.  I  ignored  the  comments  of  the  other  children  and  ran 
home  miles  away. 

"Ma!"  I  dropped  my  books  on  the  table.  "Ma!" 

"I  hear  you,  so  do  the  neighbors;  seven  miles  away." 

She  chuckled  at  her  own  joke,  "Can  I?" 

She  sighed  and  looked  at  her  watch,  "Yes,  be  home  for  dinner." 

I  ran  to  the  canyon.  There  she  was  .  .  .  Misqute.  She  stood  there,  her 
beautiful  coat  of  shining  gray.  Her  ears  rigid  and  upright.  Her  soft,  blue 
eyes  looked  at  me  intently. 

I  called  my  wild  wolf. 

"Misqute,  here  Misqute!" 

She  hurled  across  the  feet  that  separated  us.  I  held  my  arms  open  and 
kneeled  on  my  short  legs.  She  knocked  against  my  skinny,  frail  body  and 
knocked  me  down.  She  was  wriggling,  licking,  and  whining  all  at  once. 

I  felt  her  sides,  her  bulging  sides.  How  many  days  left,  I  wondered.  I 
fed  her  some  treats. 

Dark  ...  I  hugged  her  and  watched  her  walk  off,  not  looking  back. 

Ma  scolded  me  as  I  walked  in  late  for  dinner.  "You're  late!  What  did  I 
tell  you?" 

"Sorry." 

I  ate  dinner,  went  to  bed,  then  threw  up. 

For  two  months,  I  was  deathly  ill  with  pneumonia.  My  fever  rose  and 
raged.  I  coughed  and  wheezed. 

Finally,  the  day  came  when  I  no  longer  coughed  and  fell  into  deep 
slumber.  A  week  later,  I  climbed  the  familiar  path  on  the  canyon. 

"Misqute?" 

I  went  into  her  den,  and  what  I  saw  made  me  gasp,  though  I  should 
have  known. 

One  small  puppy.  Then  I  saw  Misqute  coming  to  the  sound  of  her 
squealing  bab>.  She  came  faster  and  faster  until  the  time  dropped  away. 

I  went  to  the  cave  again  and  again.  I  named  her  cub  Maiko. 

One  early  Saturday  morning,  my  father  came  into  my  room,  sat  down, 
and  lit  his  pipe. 

"Pa,  I'm  gonna  go  to  the  cave  today  and  visit  Mis  ..." 

"Honey,  you  can't,"  he  sighed. 

"Why?" 

"She  was  killed  by  Uncle  Joe  and  me  this  morning."  I  choked  and  felt 
my  sanity  go. 

"Listen,  I  didn't  ..." 

I  heard  nothing  as  I  ran  out  the  door  to  the  cave.  I  saw  Misqute  in  a 
flooding  pool  of  fresh  red  blood.  I  clutched  her  lifeless  body.  Sobbed.  I 
wiped  away  my  tears  and  went  into  the  cave.  I  saw  a  sleeping  Maiko;  I 
picked  her  up  gently.  I  carried  her  outside,  past  her  dead  mother,  and 
went  home,  not  looking  back  once. 

Sagatay  Ragged  Robe 
C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 

Helena 
Grade  8 


Our  Mothers 


She's  named  Jeannette,  Maureen,  Trudy,  Charlotte,  Sue,  Deb, 
Patty,  Karen,  Elke,  Marlene,  Liz,  Becky,  Lizzie,  Dana,  Mom, 
Mommy,  Miss  Mom,  Turn. 

She  works  at  payroll,  sells  vitamins  at  Montana  Naturals, 

watches  kids,  works  on  the  computer  in  the  kitchen  at  this 
school,  works  at  the  daycare,  grooms  dogs,  mows  the  lawn, 
washes  the  dishes,  pulls  weeds,  keeps  track  of  Daddy's 
work,  works  on  the  roses  in  the  garden,  plants  petunias. 

She  remembers  winning  a  prize  for  tennis,  always  getting  in 

trouble  for  messing  up  things,  when  I  was  little  and  brother 
broke  a  window  and  I  was  scared  to  death,  when  I  got  my 
wrist  slammed  in  a  gate,  when  I  choked  on  Styrofoam  on  a 
big  trip,  when  she  slipped  on  ice,  ice-skating  as  a  little  girl, 
and  when  she  had  the  chicken  pox. 

She  tells  me  to  clean  my  room,  to  make  my  bed,  and  "get  to 

sleep."  "get  on  your  shoes,"  and  "ride  your  bike"  and  "I  love 
you." 

I'd  tell  her,  "Give  me  a  new  Barbie  doll,"  "Please  give  me  some 
macaroni  and  cheese,"  and  "Buy  me  some  pizza  and  turtle 
pasta,"  and  "I  love  you,  Mom." 

I'd  give  her  gold,  a  diamond  ring,  a  panda  bear,  a  new  black  and 
white  TV,  a  red  house  in  the  mountains,  a  new  tape  of 
Robin  Hood. 

She's  vanilla  ice  cream  with  cake  and  cherry  on  top 
and  I'm  pumpkin  pie. 

She's  a  pink  pony 
and  I  am  a  mean  tiger. 

She's  a  ninja  turtle 
and  I'm  a  toy  black  horse 
running  to  its  stall  in  the  red  barn 
to  eat  green  hay. 


Arlee  School  Group  Poem,  Kindergarten,  Artist-in-School 


A  Childs  Point  of  View 
We  stand  closer  here  than  ever  before 
But  are  careful  not  to  rub  shoulders, 
Trying  so  hard  to  smile  and  look  content 
When  we  all  have  better  places  to  be. 

Of  the  seven  I  have  ties  to  only  one,  my  mother. 
She  and  Bob  share  Travis,  but  I  share  none. 
This  blue  background  makes  us  seem  like  one. 
First  I'll  describe  my  stepfather,  Bob. 

He  decided  to  have  sex  with  my  mom  and  break 
His  sacred  marriage  bond,  since  his  wife  had 
No  love  for  him.  He  and  his  ex-wife  were  together 
Simply  for  the  convenience  of  their  kids. 

Mom's  holding  Travis  in  her  lap.  She's  wearing 
A  green  button  up,  ironed  at  the  last  minute.  She  hates 
The  man  seated  to  her  left  and  the  package  of  children  he 
Brought  and  unpacked  in  her  home  when  he  came. 

Alex  is  wearing  the  same  shirt  as  usual,  a  paisley 
With  a  long  V-back.  She  is  the  prize  possession 
Of  her  youngest  sister  Michelle.  Alex  is  the  oldest.  She 
Plays  the  mother  role  for  a  lost  soul. 

Michelle's  got  that  perpetual  smile,  but  her  mind's 
In  a  world  where  she  can  hurt  and  backstab  loved  ones. 
She's  the  perfect  one.  Never  lied,  never  drank,  a  15- 
Year-old  virgin  who  gets  perfect  grades  and  plays  in  band. 

Nathan  is  wearing  a  tee  shirt  and  even  combed  his  hair.  This 
Was  before  the  teenage  years  took  over  his  face.  He's  the 
Troublemaker  in  the  house.  The  one  failing  school.  He  begs 
For  attention  and  only  gets  beat. 

Travis  comes  last,  the  child  of  deceit,  created 

Out  of  spite,  rather  than  love.  Now,  he's  the  baby. 

The  one  who  gets  all  the  attention.  He's  gotten  my  mom 

Wrapped  around  his  finger  and  uses  this  to  his  advantage. 

For  this-not-so-special  occasion,  I  chose  black  and  white 
In  polka  dots.  I  can  still  remember  thinking,  God,  do  I  hate 
These  people.  Why  am  I  here?  Surrounded  by  fakes 
And  people  who  love  only  themselves.  Maybe  I'm  jealous. 

Traci  Taulbee,  Hellgate  High  School,  Missoula,  Grade  1 1 


Don  Hedrick 
Great  Falls  High  School 
Grade  12 


ME--OF  A  DIFFERENT  TYPE 

She  furrows  her  brow  and  looks  at  me  pensively. 
One,  two,  three,  four. . .  how  long  will  she  stare? 

I  study  her  carefully.  Sensitive—her  round  eyes 
and  soft  mouth  tell  me  that  much.  Wait,  a  dimple  in  her 
left  cheek.  She's  also  of  the  laughing  sort.  Hmmm,  looks 
like  she's  depressed  now,  though,  by  the  creases  in  her 
forehead. 

Without  blinking,  she  lets  a  round,  wet  tear  roll 
blindly  down  her  cheek.  Aha!  My  guess  was  right,  she 
is  in  a  blue  mood. 

"Whatever  is  wrong  with  the  girl?"  I  think  dis- 
dainfully. So  much  is  going  on  in  the  big,  real-world 
people  dying,  falling  in  love,  making  life-altering  deci- 
sions, and  here  she  is  stuck  on  her  own  personal  prob- 
lems. 

A  slender-fingered  hand  slips  up  to  her  face  and 
sweeps  away  another  tear,  only  to  disappear  again. 

"What  it  must  be  like  to  be  around  her!  She's  ei- 
ther immature  and  disagreeable,  or  sensitive  and  criti- 
cal. Hmph!" 

The  girl  closes  her  eyes,  takes  a  deep  breath,  and 
opens  them  again.  I  watch  her  closely.  Who  knows  what 
she  may  do  next?  Laugh?  Cry?  Fall  to  the  floor  and 
beat  it  with  her  fists? 

People  of  this  sort  are  difficult  to  follow.  One 
minute  shining  eyes  and  a  laughing  mouth,  then  BAM!!- 
-something  inside  them  changes  and  a  fit  of  rage  racks 
their  body.  Oh,  how  I  would  loathe  to  be  like  that! 

But  is  this  girl  of  that  type?  I  frown  thoughtfully. 
"She  certainly  looks  it,  but  maybe  she  can  prove  herself 
to  me.  Maybe  she's  not  what  most  think  her  to  be." 

I  take  one  final  look  into  her  eyes.  She  peers  back 
at  me,  filled  now  with  a  new  sort  of  hope  that  springs 
from  within. 

I  turn  from  the  mirror. 


DIANNE  C.  WELLS,  TARGET  RANGE  SCHOOL,  MISSOULA,  GRADE  8 


Signatures 


PAGE 

NAME 

GR  SCHOOL 

63 

A       J              TT  1 

Anders,  Hannah 

4 

Montana  City  School  -  Clancy 

4 

Anderson,  Jeremiah 

8 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

12 

Anderson,  Jennifer 

11 

T7J     •     r*     1  J   XT  CI 

Fairfield  H.S. 

5 

Arbenz,  Steve 

8 

/"I     T">      A        1  _     _          TV/TO         TT  1 

C.  R.  Anderson  M.S.  -  Helena 

54 

Ashcraft,  Molly 

10 

tt  n      ±.    tt  ci      ~\/r*  i 

Hellgate  H.S.  -  Missoula 

86  &  87 

Augustine,  Shannon 

10 

/~\     -A/T     T")  ——.11    TT    O           O  —  "O^ll 

C  M.  Kussell  rl.o.  -  Great  rails 

77 

Babon,  Emilie 

9 

Big  Sky  H.S.  -  Missoula 

26 

Bailey,  Kyle 

3 

Washington  School  -  Livingston 

42 

Baker,  Peter 

10 

T"tl      j_l            J  TT   CI          TT"     1  ■  11 

Flathead  H.S.  -  Kalispell 

83 

Baker,  Emily 

4 

Belgrade  Intermediate 

40  &  8 

Banka,  Kristi 

8 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

27 

Banks,  Ryan 

3 

Twin  Bridges  Elementary 

5 

Barrows,  Katie 

2 

Arlee  School 

Cm  A 

rJenton,  Katny 

10 

Lrreat  r  alls  rl.o. 

84 

T")  *     1           TT"   i,l 

Birky,  Krystal 

6 

C.  S.  Porter  M.S.  -  Missoula 

34 

Blackford,  Mendy 

10 

rSozeman  H.S. 

15 

TJ)  1                   TV  1_ 

Bloom,  Deb 

11 

T  T    1              TT  O 

Helena  H.S. 

70 

Bokma,  Lee 

1  o 

lz 

oweet  Grass  -Unty  rl.o.-  r>ig  limber 

25 

Bourassa,  Kim 

7 

,1      t>       1     Tiff  o  D'lT-.— 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

on 

Brown,  Jocelyn 

4 

Twin  Bridges  Elementary 

66 

T")                           T7*l  *     _      _  J.L. 

Brunner,  Elizabeth 

3 

Hellgate  Elem.  -  Missoula 

08 

Bruton,  Joey 

Plummer  School  -  Libby 

47 

Byrer,  Jason 

11 

T>  „  ^    TT  O 

Bozeman  H.S. 

28 

/~\  117**11 

Capser,  Will 

TT 

K 

T         1               J   CI    1          1       T"J>  'IT 

Lockwood  School  -  Billings 

o 

8 

Chatnand,  Jason 

7 

T~\         j    Tiff   n          T"j      j_ j_ 

East  M.S.  -  Butte 

24 

Chelgren,  Cherie 

7 

1             IT  TT 

Shepherd  J.H. 

55 

Clark,  Justin 

9 

Harlem  H.S. 

69 

Courtney,  Tina 

12 

/"I            *  i       ITT    f"l            T  T  1 

Capital  H.S.  -  Helena 

73 

/~1              "TV          1  TT 

Cyr,  Paula-Kaye 

12 

/"I           *  j_      1    TT    .T1           TT  1 

Capital  H.fc>.  -  Helena 

63 

Daniel,  Oliver 

5 

West  Elem.  -  Butte 

20 

Delsigne,  Jill  R. 

5 

Clancy  Elem. 

6 

DeVore,  Wesley 

12 

Hellgate  H.S.  -  Missoula 

29 

Dorr,  Ericka 

5 

Paris  Gibson  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

16 

Drew,  Danielle 

3 

Seeley  Lake  Elem. 

1 

Drye,  Karissa 

3 

Arlee  Elem. 

Signatures,  continued 


47 

Easton,  Eric 

7 

Anderson  School  -  Bozeman 

69 

Eidum,  Jennifer 

6 

Helena  M.S. 

22 

Emerson,  Cory 

11 

Helena  H.S. 

31 

Espeseth,  Matt 

11 

Helena  H.S. 

82 

Etter,  Kristin 

11 

Helena  H.S. 

75 

Farmer,  Stephanie 

8 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

36  &37 

Flynn,  Bridger 

9 

Billings  West  H.S. 

60 

Ford,  Eileen 

6 

Paris  Gibson  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

58 

Gaare,  Charlie 

6 

East  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

67 

Galahan,  Pat 

5 

Hillcrest  Elem.  -  Harlowton 

82 

Garbert,  Amanda 

8 

Clancy  J.H. 

22 

Gardipee,  Justin 

6 

North  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

65 

Gibbs,  Seth 

4 

Meadowlark  Elem.  -  Shelby 

35 

Gopp,  Greg 

12 

Columbia  Falls  H.S. 

41 

Gray,  Elizabeth 

12 

Great  Falls  H.S. 

52 

Griffith,  Shari 

8 

Anderson  School  -  Bozeman 

12 

Grosfield,  Gail 

11 

Sweet  Grass  C.  H.S.  -  Big  Timber 

30 

Hansen,  Ashley 

5 

Roosevelt  School  -Great  Falls 

19 

Harville,  Ashley 

5 

Whittier  School  -  Bozeman 

93 

Hedrick,  Dan 

12 

Great  Falls  H.S. 

48 

Hegel,  Meg 

8 

Washington  School  -  Glendive 

90 

Heidema,  Renee 

8 

Shepherd  J.H. 

43 

Henthorne,  Amanda 

7 

Big  Timber  Elem. 

51 

Hewitt,  Tiffany  C. 

7 

Clancy  J.H. 

61 

High.  Colt 

3 

Twin  Bridges  Elem. 

50 

Hoff,  Erika 

11 

Medicine  Lake  H.S. 

21 

Hogan,  Stephanie 

3 

Cornelius  Hedges  -  Kalispell 

72 

Howard,  Trevor 

11 

Great  Falls  H.S. 

23 

Huber,  Kalynn 

6 

Southview  School  -  Vida 

15 

Huitt,  Kateri 

6 

St.  Ignatius  Elem. 

45 

Hutchins,  Cassie 

4 

Willson  School  -  Bozeman 

61 

Isch,  Mindy 

10 

Bozeman  H.S. 

8 

Jacobsen,  Jenna 

8 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

52 

Jendresen,  Kai 

7 

Paris  Gibson  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

38 

Jenson,  Bret 

6 

East  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

68 

Johnson,  Adam 

3 

Clancy  School 

11 

Johnson,  Jarod 

7 

Washington  School  -  Missoula 

78 

Kenny,  Joe 

3 

East  M.S.  -  Butte 

3 

Killebrew,  Tony 

12 

Laurel  H.S. 

62 

Krum,  Shawn 

5 

Huntley  Project  School  -  Worden 
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53 

LaFond,  Heather 

6 

Hillcrest  Elem.  -  Butte 

49 

LaFranier,  Chris 

7 

Riverside  M.S.  -  Billings 

38 

Leuthold,  Katie 

5 

Central  Heights  Elem.  -  Billings 

11 

Light,  Agatha 

2 

Arlee  School 

46 

Lundgren,  Maria 

5 

West  Glacier  School 

88 

Main,  Mike 

11 

Harlem  H.S. 

79 

Malloy,  Bob 

4 

Paxson  School  -  Missoula 

80 

Manning,  Jenny 

8 

Will  James  M.S.  -  Billings 

7 

Marcinek,  Sarah 

12 

Great  Falls  H.S. 

29 

Mares,  Ashley 

11 

Helena  H.S. 

17 

Martin,  Kurtin 

5 

Hillcrest  Elem.  -  Harlowton 

57 

Martin,  Skye 

8 

Saco  H.S. 

32 

Marting,  Cami 

2 

Arlee  School 

66 

Mass,  Matt 

12 

Sweetgrass  C.H.S  -  Big  Timber 

31 

Maxfield,  Corey 

4 

Canyon  Creek  School  -  Billings 

1  &49 

Mayernik,  Kelly 

4 

Meadowlark  School  -  Shelby 

46 

McGraph,  Garrett 

7 

Lewis  &  Clark  M.S.  -  Billings 

43 

McQueen,  Jarrod 

5 

Hedges  School  -  Kalispell 

81 

Meldahl,  Holly 

7 

East  M.S.  -  Butte 

60 

Michels,  Paul 

10 

Medicine  Lake  H.S. 

85 

Middleton,  Christine 

6 

Park  City  School 

56 

Milburn,  Shelly 

10 

Capital  H.S.  -  Helena 

71 

Millar,  Indigo 

12 

Hellgate  H.S.  -  Missoula 

85 

Moore,  Quincy 

K 

Kila  School 

64 

Mow,  Elaine 

7 

C.R.Anderson  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

2 

Oberly,  Charles 

7 

Big  Timber  Elem. 

23 

Olson,  Gary 

6 

Southview  School  -  Vida 

25 

Olson,  Carrie 

7 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

3 

Pablo,  Gail 

7 

Arlee  J.H. 

62 

Parfit,  Erica 

10 

St.  Ignatius  H.S. 

75 

Paulson,  Michelle 

11 

Columbia  Falls  H.S. 

28 

Payne,  Andy 

12 

Eagle  H.S.  -  Columbia  Falls 

57 

Pearson,  Todd 

11 

Flathead  H.S.  -  Kalispell 

26 

Pederson,  Colter 

6 

North  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

64 

Plaggemeyer,  Sara 

8 

Big  Timber  Elem. 

84 

Popoff,  Thad 

8 

Castle  Rock  M.S.  -  Billings 

11 

Potts,  Amanda 

1 

Arlee  School 

89 

Ragged  Robe,  Sagatay 

8 

C.R.Anderson  M.S.  -  Helena 

25 

Ralston,  Jason 

12 

Laurel  H.S. 

71 

Rankin,  Cory 

7 

Arlee  J.H. 

Signatures,  continued 


74 

Rapagnani,  Anna 

12 

Great  Falls  H.S. 

A  A 

44 

Kiddle,  Eron 

9 

St.  Ignatius  H.S. 

28 

Rydquist,  Ryan 

5 

T"*      •     /"i  •  i            if  n       /"^»         j  xt  n 

Pans  Gibson  M.S.  -  Great  Falls 

65 

Sattler,  Jen 

A 

4 

Wolf  Creek  School 

21 

Schmautz,  Kadyn 

3 

„         „  1  *      „  TT— J— —          TT"    1*  11 

Cornelius  Hedges  -  Kalispell 

20 

bchock,  Jiimily 

2 

C  X.     T    j  ■    TT^l 

bt.  Ignatius  Elem. 

39 

bcnock,  Kris 

9 

bt.  Ignatius  H.b. 

17 

Schuessler,  Zach 

6 

Tin. .J     C«l  1 

Lloyd  bcnool 

80 

Schultz,  Julie 

8 

T  TT 

Clancy  J.H. 

30 

Seeman,  Andrew 

2 

ci        i    i          xrii  n*n* 

bandstone  Elem.  -  Billings 

73 

fl   ,                            T  1 

beymour,  Jared 

6 

Ti_    1            a.      O  _1  1 

Park  City  bchool 

14 

bkinner,  Hadley 

11 

TT    Hi.      TT  O         TV  /T  *  1 

Hellgate  H.b.  -  Missoula 

13 

Smith,  Vanessa 

10 

Columbia  r  alls  H.o. 

63 

Sorenson,  Ranette 

11 

Columbia  r  alls  xi.o. 

29 

boutnon,  Andy 

6 

T>—     "                    „       TV  JT  O         /"I           x  T^  11 

Pans  Gibson  M.b.  -  Great  t  alls 

27 

btands  in  Black  bhadow, 

Launita 

9 

Hi     T  x*      ~  TT  O 

bt.  Ignatius  H.b. 

/I  o 
42 

Stonebraker,  Angelyn 

9 

iwin  Bndges  rl.b. 

80 

bturm,  Camas 

8 

-r">    a       J                   -»  yr  ri         TT  1 

C.R.Anderson  M.S.  -  Helena 

no 

92 

laulbee,  Iraci 

11 

TT„11«„J.„  TT  C1         TV /T- „  «  „ 

Hellgate  H.b.  -  Missoula 

2 

Inorne,  Karen 

11 

Harlem  H.b. 

72 

Thorpe,  Joshua 

o 

8 

  T  TT 

Clancy  J .  H. 

9 

Tone,  Heather 

Q 
O 

Castle  Kock  M.b.  -  rsiiiings 

i  r\ 
1U 

Trueba,  Kris 

Q 

6 

Radley  School  -  East  Helena 

1  Q 

Underwood,  Keely 

A 

4 

Stevensville  Elem. 

oy 

Wallace,  Jo  Ann 

1  o 

oreat  r  alls  rl.b. 

A  K 
40 

Watson,  Heather 

Q 

y 

Uapitai  rl.b.  -  rieiena 

lb 

Wegner,  Elizabeth 

o 

8 

Tf          1  „         i  TT  O 

Harlowton  H.b. 

44  &  95 

TTT^Tl  T\.Z  
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Arlee  Kindergarten 

1994  Information  Sheet 

THE  CONCEPT: 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  seeks  to  nuture  a  community  of  young  Montana  artists  K-12  and 
provide  them  with  opportunities  to  both  strengthen  and  showcase  their  talents  of  art  and  writing.  The  magazine 
also  provides  a  tool  for  teachers  that  can  be  used  in  the  classroom,  emphasizing  the  importance  of  the  arts  in  the 
curriculum  and  lives  of  our  youth. 
THE  PROJECT: 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  THE  MONTANA  STUDENT  LITERARY/ART  MAGAZINE, 
BEGAN  IN  1991  WITH  THE  COOPERATION  OF  THREE  EDUCATOR  GROUPS  (MATELA,  AGATE, 
AND  MAEA).  The  first  two  issues  were  distributed  to  all  the  school  libraries  in  Montana  as  well  as  to  the 
contributors.  It  is  published  once  a  year  in  the  spring  and  is  now  available  on  a  subscription  basis  to  districts 
and  individuals  at  $5  a  copy,  20  for  $75  or  30  for  $90. 

THE  ORGANIZATION: 

MT  Association  of  Gifted  and  Talented  Education  (AGATE),  MT  Association  of  Teachers  of  English/ 
Language  Arts  (MATELA),  and  MT  Art  Educators  Association  (MAEA)  have  joined  in  this  effort  with  grants 
from  the  Montana  Committee  for  the  Humanities,  the  Montana  Arts  Council,  Montana  Power,  Art  Ortenberg 
foundation,  Montana  Magazine,  Great  Falls  Reading  council,  and  ArtCraft  Printers  of  Billings.  Educators  from 
seven  areas  of  the  state  meet  to  evaluate  and  select  the  submissions.  The  1993  issue  also  includes  selected 
writings  from  the  students  involved  in  the  Artists — in — Schools/Communities  program  of  the  Montana  Arts 
Council. 

SUBMISSION  OF  WORK: 

We  wish  to  encourage  children  to  strive  for  a  product  that  is  good  enough  for  publication,  which  takes 
effort,  discipline  and  care.  Written  work  should  be  typed;  short  stories  limited  to  5  typed  pages.  Artwork  must 
be  black  and  white,  clean  copy,  8x10.  Reduction  should  be  made  before  sending  to  the  committee.  All 
materials  must  be  labeled  with  the  artist/author's  name,  school,  school  street  address,  town  and  zip,  teacher's  full 
name,  and  the  artist/author's  grade  level.  If  you  wish  material  returned,  include  a  SASE.  The  committees 
will  try  to  write  a  note  of  encouragement/suggestion  on  those  who  wish  returns. 

Submit  work  to  the  person  nearest  your  area  before  Feb.  1,  1994  for  the  next  issue: 


Billings: 

(Lit) 

Sara  Barbera,  2159  Beloit  Dr.,  Billings  MT  59102 

(Art) 

Kate  Morris,  1 15  Ave.  B.,  Billings  MT  59101 

Bozeman: 

(Lit) 

Kay  Paynich,  610  S  7th,  Bozeman  MT  59715 

(Art) 

Charlene  Green,  3000  Continental  Dr.  Butte  MT  59701 

Glasgow: 

(Lit) 

Sam  Kitzenberg,  Glasgow  HS,  Box  28,  Glasgow,  MT  59230 

Glendive: 

(Art) 

Rod  Barth,  505  N  Meade,  Glendive  MT  59330 

Great  Falls: 

(Lit) 

Randi  Graves,  136  Skyline  Dr.  NE,  Great  Falls  MT  59404 

(Art) 

Dave  Bergman,  260  16th  Ave.  S.,  Great  Falls  MT  59405 

Helena: 

(Lit) 

Dale  Waniata,  1015  Missoula  Ave.,  Helena  MT  59601 

(Art) 

Gordon  Zuelke,  Capitol  H.S.,  100  Valley  Dr.,  Helena  MT  59601 

Missoula: 

(Lit) 

Greg  Lenihan,  Hellgate  H.S.,  Missoula  MT  59801 

(Art) 

Carla  Hammill,  1106  26th  Ave.,  Missoula  MT  59801-3131 

Poison 

(Lit) 

Mac  Swan,  1 1 1  4th  Ave.  E.,  Poison  MT  59860 

(Art) 

Jim  Nesladek,  1 1 1  4th  Ave.  E.,  Poison  MT  59860 

Other  Questions:  Jan  C.  Hahn,  MT  OPI,  Helena  MT  59620  444-37 14 

Shirley  M.  Olson,  928  4th  Ave.,  Laurel  MT  59044  628-7063 
Julie  Smith,  MT  Aits  Council,  316  N  Park  #252,  Helena  MT  59620 


